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BLIGHTED LOVE: 
Qh Farce, in One Act. — 
BY GEO. P. ARMSTRONG. 


. CHARACTERS. 
Digby Ohick...sse00- Copying clerk in a solicitor’s office. Young, 
_ ghort and insignificant. 
Major Ohuttney....- Retired Major in the Indian Army. Resid- 


ing in New York. 
Policeman.....-....One who does his duty. 

Amelia Chuttney....Only daughter of the Major. Young, fair 
and very prepossessing. 


ScENE.—Back of two semi-detached Villas, with 
_ Gardens leading to front of the stage, separated 
by a brick wall. The villa on the left must have 
a door leading to garden, a water-butt close to 
the house, just underneath a balcony with a 
French window leading into Mtss CHUTTNEY’s 
room. The villa on the right need only have a door 
leading to garden; but the two villas should look 
as much alike as possible. 


| Upon curtain rising, Miss CHUTTNEY 7s discvov- 
ered in left garden reading a book. Mr. CHick 
ts in right garden, and is seen busily engaged 
in propping a square box against the wall which 
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done, he mounts cautiously to try his weight; 
jinding all satisfactory, he dismounts, produces 
a@ pocket-comb, and proceeds to titivate his hair. 
This done, he again mounts box, and holding on 
to the wall with both hands, proceeds to gaze into 
his neighbor's garden. ‘At this juncture, how- 
ever, his support gives way suddenly, bringing 
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wall, so as to graze it severely, making his eyes 
water, etc., etc. 


| spoilt my persona] appearance. 
just when I had such a good chance, too; but Pll 
have another trial—‘“‘ faint heart never won fair 
lady.” I hope she didn’t hear me fall. Well, here 
goes once more. [After re-arranging box, he suc- 
| ceeds in getting up safely, and looks cautiously 
over, and sees Miss CHUTINEY, who, however, 
does not see him.] Ha! hum! (Coughs. AMELIA 
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| after some time, having coughed louder than before, 


“That which pleases long, and pleases many, must possess some merit.”—DR. JOHNSON. 
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‘| the sound.} Good evening, miss! 


separates his own from the other garden. This| YOu know. 


his nose and chin into smart contact with the 


Chick. Confound that box! I am afraid I’ve|in prospective; that is the sole reason why I 
How annoying! | alluded to my venerable aunt. 


does not hear him. Cxick whistles rather low, and | we conceive a passion for what can never be ours. 
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ington, D. C. 
AMELIA looks up from her book in the direction of 


Amelia. Good evening, Mr. Chick ! 

Chick. Is papa out or at home, miss? _ 

Amelia. He’s asleep in the back parlor. I'll go 
and wake him, if you wish to speak to him. 

Se [Rises to go. - 

Chick. Pray don’t think of such a thing, miss. 
It ain’t him I wish to speak to—it’s you ! 

Amelia. Me, Mr. Chick ? 

Chick. You, Miss Chuttney! Don’t wake your 
papa on any account—pray don’t. He’s a most 
estimable gentleman, I am well aware; but per- 
ma he might object to my climbing up the wall, 
and looking over into his garden, and—and talk- 
ing to you, miss. , 

Amelia. I think it is not improbable, Mr. Chick. 

Chick. And I think it extremely probable. Ob, 
Miss Chuttney, it may perhaps be. presumptive of 
me to say so, but probably you are not aware of 
the fact that I—I—I—adore you! 

Amelia. Sir! [The box slips from under CHICK’S 
feet, but he remains on the wall supported by his 
elbows. ie 

Chick. Don't sp3ak to me like that, miss; its 
quite true, I can assure you. My position at present 
is an humble one, but my prospects are good. I 
have expectations, great expectations, from an 
old aunt of mine in the country—extremely elderly 
person, nearly a hundred now; but the longest 
lane has a turning, and she can’t live forever, 


Amelia. Sir! | 

Chick. Don’t say sir to me in that tone, if you 
please, Miss Chuttney; call me anything but sir. 

Amelia. What would you have me call you ? 

Chick. Call me—Digby, if you like. 

Amelia. But I don’t like, and therefore I shall 
do nothing of the sort. | 

Chick. Oh, Miss Chuttney, I am not naturally 
of a mercenary disposition—quite the contrary, I 
assure you; but I cannot offer you my heart and | 
hand with eight dollars a week in it, and nothing 
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By the bye, miss, 
ain’t aunts with a little money fine institutions? | 

Amelia. Mr. Chick, you will oblige me by get- 
ting down from that wall, and leaving off your 
absurd conversation. — ; 

Chick Absurd conversation! 
surdity ? 

Amelia. It is in some instances, especially when 


Is love an ab- 
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Chick. Just my sentiments to a T, miss; then 
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‘it is an absurdity. Isn’t it strange, too, that 

' there are lots of people who never know when 

' they are making themselves ridiculous ? 

| Amelia. It is indeed. [ Turning away laughing. 

| Chick. Excuse me, miss, but I am straying 

. from my subject, and my arms are beginning to 

| ache from hanging so long on to this wall, as the 
box I was standing on turned over about five 

| minutes ago. Oh, give me some hope—say that 

, you do not regard me with aversion ! 

| Amelia. Sir! | 

| Chick. There you go again! It’s true I am not 

; Much to look at—I haven’t got altogether the 

' aristocratic or military cut about me, I know; but 

_ then, you see, everybody can’t be in the army. I 
had a brother once, and he enlisted into a foot 
regiment, and was drummed out for deserting in 
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runs in. CHICK rises and rubs himself.] Iam BS 
sure she loves me, although she pretends to be so } 
cold; it is a way some girls have—I have read it |{ 
is so many times. She has not snubbed me once; 
she has only been afraid of her pa. Ah! ifhe was 
only out of the way there would be no fear for 
her or me. T must finish this letter—it contains 
the plan for our future happiness. [He kisses the 
letter.| Oh! how sweet itsmells. I bought a sheet 
of perfumed paper and an envelope. How sweet— |} 
just like Miss Chuttney herself. Imust hurry and | 
r¢ 
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finish writing before they return. [He continues | 
writing.) ‘*Oh, Miss Chuttney ! I implore you to 
agree to this, and render me a happy man. Just 
a line saying ‘ Yes’ or ‘No,’ addressed to me, 
and left on the dust-bin, will be sufficient; and | 
after dusk I will obtain it with a fishing-rod. 


a fortnight, so that’s something towards it; but if| Let the answer be ‘ Yes,’ unless you wish to drive 


| 
} 
| I am not a gentleman, at any rate I am nota 
| worthless fellow, like some swells—all shirt-collar 
| and cutis, miss. 
| Amelia. Really, sir, this conversation— 
' Chick. I know what you're going to say; but do 
listen to me for a moment. [Magor, inside, 
sneezes.| There’s your pa waking up, so I must 
be very brief. Oh, Miss Chuttney! I love you 
| to distraction—I am your devoted slave. Don’t 

| refuse me all at once—don’t nip my young affec- 
| tions in the bud! There és a future for us of great 
happiness. Think of what I told you about my 
aunt, and give me some hope. 

Amelia. Mr. Chick ! 
’ Chick. Miss Chuttney ! , 

Amelia. Will you oblige me in this one instance ? 
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‘Chick. Certainly I will—you may command me. 
nonsense. 
are you talking to, eh? 
the wall and quickly disappears indoors. 
things and come with me. 


+ 
: 
Amelia. Very well. I see that papa is coming 
into the garden, so go away, and leave off this 
_ Chick. Nonsense, Miss Chuttney ! I assure you— 
Major. [heard without.|] Amelia, my love, who 
Amelia. Go away, Mr. Chick, please; papa will 
be in a dreadful rage if he sees you. [CHICK, in 
endeavoring to kiss his hand to AMELIA, falls from 
, Major. [appearing at window.] I thought I 
heard voices. 
Amelia. Voices, papa! surely you must have 
been dreaming. | 
| Major. Milly, my dear, Iam going for a short 
drive to call on Colonel Taylor, so get on your 
CHICK enters with writing materials. 
Amelia. Very well, papa, I will come directly. 


[Mayor disappears from window.] For two 
months past that impudent puppy, Chick, has 
daily annoyed me with his professions of love. 
Poor fellow, he does not seem to know when I snub 
him—in fact, I really believe he thinks I have en- 
couraged him—how absurd! But I am getting 
tired of it, and shall put a stop to it somehow. 
[CHICK re-appears on the wall.) Mr. Chick, papa 
will see you unless you get down immediately—I 
am going out with him now. [She turns to go. 
Chick. Stay only one moment, Miss Chuttney ! 
Walk in the garden as soon as you return, and you 
will find a.letter for you close to the wall, under- 
neath where Iam now. Oh, dearest Miss Chutt- 
ney! (Masor heard calling loudly for AMELIA. 
CHICK drops quickly from the wall, and AMELIA 
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me into a mad-house. Your own DIGBY.” There, 

now, I am sure she cannot refuse such an appeal 
as that. How shall I address the envelope? Let 
me see—shall I say dearest Miss Chuttney? No, 

I think I had only better put her name, because 
some one else may see the envelope. [I writing. 
he blots the perfumed envelope.].Ob, confound it ! 

here’s a spider got into the ink and dropped on 
the envelope, and it’s the only perfumed one I’ve 
got. This is provoking; and I have nothing but 
this colored envelope left—well, it cannot be helped. 

[Directs envelope.} Oh, how happy we shall be, 

if she only agrees to the proposition I have written 
to her, and I am sure it would only be fear of the 
Major that will cause her to refuse to elope with 
me. But something tells me she will not refuse, 

and we shall be married, and have a jolly time at 
Long Branch, for I have got ten days’ holiday from 
my employers, so if we can only leave to-night 
we can spend the whole time there. Oh, I can 

hardly control my joy! But here goes; I must put 
the letter where I promised Amelia. She and the 

Major will return soon, as it is getting late, and 
is near their dinner-time; and I must run down 

to the office for something I have forgotten, and 
no doubt on my return an answer will be waiting 
for me on the dust-bin. [CHICK mounts and drops 

the letter into the next garden.| Oh, I feel so nerv- 

ous and excited—I do hope ‘twill be all right. 

[Produces ring from his pocket.| And here is the 

wedding ring-—I have carried it next my heart for 

two months and more—I do hope ’twill fit. Amelia, 

dearest, my future is in your hands—do not blight 
my youthful love! [Walking backward, he falls 

over something. Exit. : 


Enter AMELIA. 


Amelia. Well, here I am,- soon back again. 
Colonel Taylor was not at home. I had a good 
mind to leave Mr. Chick’s letter for papa to find, 
but upon second thought I will-read it first. I 
suppose he has placed it where he told me he 
would. Ah, yes, here itis. [Picks up letter.] I 
can just see to read it. [Opens letter and com- 
mences to read.| ‘* Adored Miss Chuttney ”—what 
impertinence! but he shall pay for this. [Reading.| 
“‘ Adored Miss Chuttney—Trusting that my feel- 
ings towards you are reciprocated, I take the 
liberty of proposing a plan for your approval, 
which is calculated to insure our mutual happi- 
ness. You are, of course, acquainted with the 
sentiments I profess towards you, as every day 
for the past two months I have declared them to 
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you from the top of the garden wall; but I can 
fully understand that you are afraid of offending 
your excellent and respected parent, who does 


fact, quite the reverse; for he scowls fiercely at 
me whenever we meet, which is very seldom, as I 
make it my business to avoid him. Now, as you 
are aware that we are both of an age to be re- 
sponsible for our actions, I ask you, without any 
further preface, to elope with me. And as there 
is no time like the present, if you agree to my 
proposition—as I feel sure you will—we can carry 
it Into execution to-night. The reason why I say 
_ to-night is, that I have obtained ten days’ holiday 

from my employers, and therefore we could spend 

our honeymoon at-Long Branch. I have pur- 

chased a rope ladder, which we can secure to the 
_ baleony outsice your room, and if you can man- 

age to leave the garden gate unlocked to-night, 

our escape can be very easily effected. Be quite 
_ ready to leave as the clock strikes twelve. Oh, 
_ Miss Chuttney! I implore you to agree to this, 
_and render me a happy man. Just a line, saying 
| ‘Yes’ or ‘ No,’ addressed to me, and left on the 
 dust-bin, will be sufficient; and after dusk I will 
_ obtain it with a fishing-rod. Let the answer be 

‘Yes,’ unless you wish to drive me into a mad- 

house. Your own DiGspy.” Well, really, this 
_ persecution is becoming intolerable; I’ve a great 
mind to show this letter to papa. Shall I, or shall 
Inot? Pray, lit-tle fin-ger, tell me true, shall I 
show this let-ter to pa-pa or no? Yes! No! 
Yes! No! Yes! The oracle says yes, and so I will. 


Enter MAJOR. 


' Ah, here he is! Come, papa dear, I have some- 
thing of importance to tell you; I was just com- 

_ ing in, but I can tell you just as well out here. 

Major. Well, darling, what is it, eh? Come, sit 
down here and tell me. 

Amelia. This letter will tell you better than I 
can, papa—read it. [She hands Cuick’s letter, 
$ which the Masor reads. 

Major. [rising, and walking madly about.) 
' Confound bis impudence! A low-born, under- 
_ sized, sneaking little vagabond as he is, to dare 
_ to aspire to the hand of my child! Amelia, you 

- ought to have told me of this impertinence before. 

_ Hang me if I won’t horsewhip him into a jelly! 

~~ D——nhim! P—Irl— 

Amelia. Papa, dear! don’t do anything rashly. 
For my part, I think the poor fellow is a little in- 
- sane. 

__ Major. A little insane! Why, he must be a 

' raving mad lunatic to think of you, my dear! But 

I trust you have given him no encouragement, 

Milly ? 

Amelia. Not I, papa. 

Major. Very well. Now, then, shall I horse- 
whip him, or shall I catch him in his own toils, 
and frighten him within an inch of his life ? 

Amelia. I fancy that the best plan would be to 
ps TN him, papa. 

ajor. So be it. I am inclined to think so too; 
but to do so, I shall require a little of your assist- 
ance. 

Amelia. My assistance ! 

Major. Your assistance, Milly. Get your pen 
and ink; you must answer this letter at once. 
Ee runs in to get pen, ink and paper.] ll 
this young devil a lesson he won’t forget in 
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not appear to view me with a favorable eye—in | terials. 


a hurry, I’li warrant. The audacious scoundrel! | 


but Vl] make him suffer for it. 
Amelia. |returning.| Here are my writing ma- 


to say. 
| Major. Just say that you agree to his proposal, 
that’s all. 

Amelia. [repeating as she writes.| ‘* Mr. Chick— 
ii agree to the proposal contained in your letter, 
and shall be ready at the time appointed to- 
night.” Very well, papa, I have done so. 

Major. Now fold up your note, and go over at 
once and place it on the dust-bin, and then come 
indoors with me, and we will watch to see this 
Chick get the note. [Door opens and CHICK ap- 
pears.| Quickly, Milly, I heard the door in the 
next house open; no doubt itis he coming to see 
for his answer. Let us hide here, he can’t see us; 
but on no account make any noise, as that will 
spoil all. [ They hide. 

Chick. [going cautiously to wall.| 1 do not know 
what ails me—my knees are shaking so I can 
scarcely stand. [He mounts his box and looks 


over the wall; catches sight of the note for him, and | 


hastily jumps down.| Oh, joy, joy, joy! now for 
the fishing-rod. [He gets fishing-rod, and having 
put some soft wax at the end, he succeeds, after 


some trouble, in getting the note, when he immedi- | 


ately gets down frantically delighted. Exit MAsor, 
shaking his fist towards CHICK, and AMELIA, 
hardly atte to control her laughter. Gas must be 
lowered. CHICK tears open letter after kissing it. 
Reads.] ‘‘ Mr. Chick—I agree to the proposal con- 
tained in your letter, and shall be ready at the 
time appointed to-night.” [Halling on his knees.] 
Oh, my angel! my life! my hope! my joy! my all 
in all! here on my knees I swear anew my devotion 
to you, and you alone, forever! [ Rising.] I wish she 
had called me Digby, instead of Mr. Chick, but 
it must be because I only called her Miss Chutt- 
ney. Oh, how funny I do feel—I seem to be some- 
body else, and not myself at all. To-night she 
whom I love, and who loves me, will be far away 
from that old tyrant of a Major. By Jove! it’s 
getting very late, so I will just step in and fix my 
things all right for to-night. Oh, Amelia, Amelia! 
how happy you have made me. { Hit. 


Enter MAJOR. 


Major. It’s getting very late; I wonder if our 
policeman has passed on his beat yet? I must 
now just fix the lid of this water-butt to answer 
my purpose ; it is destined to play an important 
part in to-night’s adventures. Ah, my gay young 
Lothario! you little dream what is in store for you. 
There, I think that will just do. 


| Enter POLICEMAN. 


Youre just the man I wanted to see. Will you 
render me your assistance to rid this neighborhood 
of a confounded nuisance ? 

Police. Vl do anything to oblige you, Major. 
What is it—overrun with cats, eh? or a trouble- 
some dog? 

Major. Not exactly ; but it’s an impudent puppy 
next door. I'll explain to you in a few words. 

Police. Go on, sir, I’m all attention. 

Major. There is a young fool next door who is 
a source of great annoyance to my daughter, and 
has actually had the d——d impudence to ask her 
to elope with him to-night at twelve; she, by my 
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Now, papa dear, you must tell me what | 
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pears. water-butt. 


advice, has consented to do so, and we intend to} Amelia. Oh, dear me! what will become of us ? 
catch him in his own toils. Now can you manage|It’s the policeman. How very unfortunate! He 
to be back here at twelve, and as soon as you see | has a duplicate key, and sometimes walks around 
a light in my daughter’s window, you will com-|the garden at night, to see that all is right. 
mence walking around the garden? Your own| Chick. [ frightened.) What shall I do? 
good sense will tell you what else to do. Now it’s} Amelia. Crouch down on the top of the water- 
past eleven; may I rely upon your help? butt, and very likely he’ll not see you, and give me 

Police. You may count on me, sir. I'll be at|theladder. [CHiIcK follows this advice, and AMELIA 
hand when wanted. I'll just continue my beat | retires into room, having drawn up the ladder, 
ny but A find ae nee to any pata and puts out the light. 

qjor. at’s right ; ew I could trust you, ; , 

and I shall not forget you. We'll teach this gay | #ter PoLicEMAN, who looks around to see ¢f all 
and festive a lesson. Good night for the time, is right. 
policeman. ; Exit indoors. Police. All right here. [He its just retiring, 

Police. Good night, sir. I likes this job. There’ll| when the lid of the water-butt tips on one side, 
be something good to drink when this is over, I'll and in falls CHIcK into the water.] Hallo! what/s 
bet. [E£zit. |jthat? Burglars, or ’m very much mistaken. 
Blest if they ain’t in the water-butt! Now, then, 
young fellow, I can see you. Come out of that, 
will you 

Chick. (trying to get out.] Hush, hush! I can 
assure you, policeman, that it’s all right. 

Police. Oh, of course it is, nothing could be 
ee How else should you be in that water- 

utt 

Chick. Help me out, there’s a good feJlow. 

Police. That’s cool. 
' Chick. It’s a great deal worse than that—it’s 
awfully cold in here. I say, policeman, do help 


Enter CH1cK. He cautiously opens door leading to 
the garden; he holds his boots in one hand and 
a portmanteau in the other, closes door softly, 
then reviews the position, puts on his boots, then 
goes and takes a rope ladder from its hiding- 
place. 


Chick. Everything seems propitious for our flight. 
It’s a lovely night, and there’s no moon. Itis not 
quite time yet to commence operations; but if I 
go back into the house, Iam afraid I may wake 
some of the inmates, so I’ll just sit down here and 
wait. What an uncommonly lucky dog I am!|me out—Im not a thief. 
everything goes first-rate, and we shallsoon be on| Police. Of course not, my lad—nobody -ever 
our way to Long Branch. Oh, what’s that?! gives hisself that character. 

[Puts his hand to his neck.) A beastly earwig!| Chick. It’s all a mistake—it is indeed. 

how it frightened me; it made me feel quite sick.; Police. That I believe, or else you wouldn’t be 
Surely it must be past twelve; I believe the clocks | in there. 

are all stopped. [Church clock strikes twelve.] Ah!; Major. [appearing at window in dressing-gown 
at last the time has come, so now tu work. [He | and night-cap.} What’s the matter, eh f ats 
mounts the wall, and having dropped the rope|\the meaning of all this riot and disturbance in 
ladder and his portmanteau into the next garden, \the middie of the night? Amelia, my love, brin 
he quickly follows.] All’s well so far; but where|me my seven-shooter! Policeman, what does all 
is Amelia? Surely she can’t be asleep. Yl throw | this mean, eh ? 

some small stones against her window. [After a! Police. Well, sir, it means just this: there’s 
short delay, the French window above is cautiously | been an attempt made to break into your house ; 
opened, and the mufied up form of AMELIA ap-;|but [ve got the burglar, and he’s inside the 


Amelia. Hush! Is that you, Mr. Chick ? Major. Bless my heart, you don’t say so! 
Chick. Yes, it’s me, your own Digby, darling. | Climb up on the steps, policeman, and seize the 
Hush! there’s a big dog next door, and we mustn’t | ruffian by the hair of his head; then turn your 
wake him, or he’ll bark. Are you quite ready? | bull’s-eye on his face, and let’s see what he’s like. 


Amelia. Quite ! I'll be down directly. 
Chick. Is the garden gate open ? pesos disappears from window. 
Amelia. No; but I have the key. Chick. Oh, let me go, policeman! Il give you 


Chick. Ah, that’s right. Have you such a thing | all I have, only let me go before the Major comes 
as a piece of stout string up there? down. 

Amelia. I dare say I can find a piece; I'll see.; Police. No you don’t brian here you are, and 

T get the Major’s orders, so 

just you bide still. 
Chick. Let one end of it down to me, and I’ll 
fasten it to the rope, and you can draw it up and Enter Mason. 
secure it. There are two large hooks to fasten|} Major. Now then, policeman, let’s see what he’s 
it to the balcony. (AMELIA follows’ these direc-|like. Why, hang me if it isn’t the ugly young 
tions and firmly secures the ladder. ‘fellow who lives next door! 

Amelia. It’s all right; P’ve fastened it firmly. | Chick. Y-y-y-yes, Major, it’s me. 

Chick. Now, my darling, all you have to do is E. ‘ . 
to descend. . Lnter AMELIA cautiously. 

Amelia. Oh, Mr. Chick, ’m so frightened! Sup-; Major. Then, sir, what the devil are you doing 
pose I were to fall! I really daren’t venture |inside my water-butt ? 
alone. Qh, do come up and assist me! Chick. Excuse me, Major—I'm very sorry, but 

Chick. Certainly I will. [He mounts the ladder, |it’s quite an accident. I didn’t mean to do it. 
but at this moment heavy footsteps are heard ap-| Let me out, and I'll never get inside it again, ’pon 
proaching. 3 my honor I won't. 
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Major. Ha, ha! an idea strikes me. Amelia,| Major. Allin good time—I haven't quite done 
this is your doing. I feel certain that you are| with him yet. 
responsible for this. Go and shut yourself in the! Chick. Pray don’t keep me in here much longer, 
drawing-room directly, and don’t quit it until I} Major, or I shall catch my death of cold. It’s a 
give you leave. AMELIA pretends to go. ‘family complaint—my grandmother was subject 

Chick. Don’t be angry with her, Major. It’s all| to rheumatics and ague. 
my fault—it is indeed. Major. Confound your grandmother, sir; you 

Major. Confound your impudence, sir! You/|should have thought of that before. Listen! I 
admit as much, do you? Policeman, keep him | have one condition to propose: accept it, and we 
there—don’t let the villain escape. Hang it! I'll! will rescue you from a watery grave; refuse it, 
—Ill murder him! Somebody give me my re-,and I'll put the lid back in its place, and sit upon 
volver, and I'll blow him to atoms! it until yow’re suffocated. 

Chick. Oh, Major, spare me, spare me! Ihad| Chick. Name it, Major, for pity’s sake, and let 
no idea of this. i 3 me go! 

Major. Stop him making that noise—we shall| Major. It is this: you must promise to quit 
alarm the whole neighborhood. Dip his head un-|your apartments next door early to-morrow 
der water, and give him another ducking, police-| morning, and never show your confounded physi- 
man. [POLICEMAN does so. |ognomy in this locality again ; for if ever I meet 

Chick. [ puffing and blowing.| Major, major—/| you within two miles of my house, P’ll—I’ll horse- 
spareme! Think of my youth and inexperience. | whip you within an inch of your life! 

Don’t cut me off in my prime, but let me go this| Police. And serve him right, sir. 
time, and I promise you that [’ll never attempt} Major. Just so. Officer, you’re a man of sound 
such a thing again. Oh, Major, reflect—you were | common sense, and a credit to the force. Now, 


& young man once! 
Major. What, sir! do you mean to say that I 
am an old man now ? 


Chick. Oh, no, Major; I don’t say anything of 


the kind; quite the contrary, Major—quite the 
contrary! 


Major. Now, sir, Pll give you one chance for 


your ee ea mind you speak the truth. Equivo- 


cate in 


assist him to answer. 
; a [almost suffocated.| Y-y-y-es—y-y-es— 
was 
Mujor. Oh, you precious scoundrel! You were, 
were you? Give him another dip, policeman. 
Now, then, if I let you go this time, will you ever 
repeat the attempt ? 
Chick. Never, Major—never. Oh, I’m dying! 


Major. Never address another word to my |sufficient to experience the bitter feeling of 


daughter, and never look at her again ? 
ick. Never—never again. Only let me go now! 
Police. Shall I help him out of his bath, sir? 


sir, your answer ? 

Chick. I will agree to anything, Major. 

Major. Very well. Policeman, help him out, 
and let him go. [POLICEMAN does so.] Now, sir, 
begone! and never let me see your ugly face 
again. [CHick climbs the wall into his own gar- 
den. AMELIA joins her father.} Ha, ha,ha! It’s 


all right, Milly, my dear; you won’t be troubled | 
e slightest degree, and you are a dead|by him again, I'll wager. 
man! Were you not attempting to elope with my 
daughter? Give him another dip, policeman, to 


7 Policeman, step inside 
and have some brandy; and mind, not a word 


about this little affair must be breathed to any- | 


body. , 

Police. Depend on me, sir; not a syllable es- 
capes my lips. 

Amelia. Poor fellow, you have served him very 
badly, but I have ‘no doubt the: cold water has 
quenched his love for me. 

Chick. Alas for me! never more will I fall in 
love with woman. Once in a life-time is quite 


BLIGHTED LOVE. 


THE END. 
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SCENE.—A plain Chamber simply furnished; door 
R. C.; @ large cupboard, or closet, showing, when 
open, shelves all around it, on which are ranged 
cups and saucers, tea-pot, plates, dishes, etc., 
: C.; L. U. E., @ window; door R.2E., 

E. 


Enter Mrs. WOPPsS, C. D., carrying a large pie. 


Mrs. W. Oh, dear! [placing pie on table} this 
pie is very hot and very heavy; but, I am proud 
to say, the crust is very light. I should think 
John would be pleased with this for his supper. 
Really there is no knowing what to get for him. 
I wonder whether all policemen are as dainty as 
he is when he comes off his beat ? 


Enter Mrs. CHOPS, R. D. 


Mrs. C. Excuse my coming this way, Mrs. 
Wopps; but that back staircase is so convenient. 


Mrs. W. [shortly.] And what may you please to | jealousy ; but in his heart my Wopps knows that 


want, mum ? 

Mrs. C. I want my husband. 

Mrs. W. And why should you expect to find 
him here, mum ? 

Mrs. C. He said he had a message to leave for 
Mr. Wopps; and so I thought— 

Mrs. W I don’t believe you. 

Mrs. C. What did you say, mum? 

Mrs. W. You are always intruding into my room 
with some excuse or other, and it’s my opinion that 
you come after my husband. 

Mrs. C. [laughing.] Oh, you silly woman! 

Mrs. W. I don’t forget that he courted you be- 
fore he fell in love with me. 

Mrs. 0. N 
but we were neighbors, and once or twice he 


took me to the tea-gardens, and paid for tea and | had a case there, I dare say. 


shrimps. 
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WHeEat & CORNETT, in the Office 
ington, D. C. 


Mrs. W. Lene y-| Lees I know he did. 
Mrs. C. And I gave him up entirely as soon as 
I became acquainted with Chops. es % 

Mrs. W. Gavehim up! You mean that he 
wished you good morning as soon as he was intro- 
duced to me. 

Mrs. C. Yes, that was it, if it will make you | 
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more contented. 

Mrs. W. Icannot but be aware that my husband 
is a superior man. 

Mrs. C. (sneeringly.| He is a policeman. 

Mrs. W. And his uniform renders him very fas- 
cinating—he couldn't look more noble if he was an 
inspector. 

Mrs. C. At all events, Mrs. Wopps, I beg I may 
hear no more of your ridiculous suspicions and 
insinuations—they are insulting to me, for I am a 
respectable married woman. 

Mrs. W. [sneeringly.]. Yes; your husband is a 
journeyman butcher. 

Mrs. C. [sharply.] He will be a master befo 


anal W. Why did you take a lodging in this 
house : 

Mrs. C. I did not know that you were living 
here, and even if I had should not have hesitated. 
rs. W. No, of course you wouldn't. 

Mrs. C. Oh, Mrs. Wopps, I am ashamed of you! 

Mrs. W. Your husband, mun, shares my suspi- 
cions. 

Mrs. C. And your husband is jealous of you— 
jealous of everybody that even looks at you, and 
suffers, as he declares, a martyrdom all the while 
he is on his beat. | 

Mrs. W. There is no true love without a little 


I am devoted to him, as he is to me. 

Mrs. C. Ab! 

Mrs. W. And now excuse me, I must put my 
pie away. [Places pie on shelf in cupboard. 

Mrs. C. For Mr. Wopps’ supper, I presume ? 

Mrs. W. (closing cupboard door.] Yes, mum, it 
is, since you must know ; his appetite is very deli- 
cate lately, and I thought this little delicacy 
might tempt him. My thoughts, mum, are all cen- 
tred in my own husband, and nobody else’s. 

Mrs. C. Oh! I don’t think he'll return very 
hungry this evening. 

Mrs. W. Why should you think so, pray ? 

Mrs. C. Because, awhile ago, I saw him glide 
Mrs. W. Well, mum, and what of that? He 


Mrs. C. Oh, yes, it was a case; no doubt about 
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JOHN WOPPS. 


it. But I have my ironing to do, so I hope you 


will have the goodness to excuse me. ae 


I have given her a turn; and really, a little bit of 


revenge is not at all unpleasant. 

Mrs. W. P aaricts into chair.) Down an area! 

I have heard that policemen do sometimes go down 

| areas; but my John wouldn’t—no, he looks higher 

| rs that. IfI really thought he could descend 
80 low— 


[Exit R. D. 


Snug. joutting his head in, c. D.] Is Mrs. Wopps 
at home 

Mrs. W. Yes, she is. What may you please 
to want? 


Snug. [running forward.) I want you. [About 
to. embrace her—she rises and retreats.| My 
blessed Betsy, give me a kiss. | 

Mrs. W. If you don’t keep off, sir, I'll scream fire ! 
Snug. I knew you would give me a warm re- 


ception. 
Mrs. W. Why, gracious! Oh, dear! If he 
wasn’t in Australia, I should say you were my 


brother Sam. 
Snug. He was there, but heisn’t, for here heis. 
Mrs. W. Oh, my dear Sam! 
Snug. My blessed Betsy! [They embrace.] I 
knew you would be glad to see me. | 


Never was so happy in all my life. 

Snug. (laughing.| What rum chaps women are! 
Happen what will, they are sure to cry; miserable 
or jolly, they can’t settle down without a good 
shower of tears. Cry away, my blessed Betsy, for 
I suppose it does you good. 

Mrs.:W. And so, my dear Sam, you have 
Teally come at last? 

' Snug. Yes; and what’s more, I haven’t come 
7 | home with empty pockets. Had good luck at the 
: diggin’s—had to wait a precious long time for it, 
though; at last my mates and I lighted on a nug- 
get—something worth talking about; and now, as 
7 ag money can do it, I am a gentleman for 

| life. 

Mrs. W. Oh, I am so glad! 

Snug. And so you ought to be, Betsy, for I'll 
make a lady of you, and your husband, too. But 
where is he? 
| Mrs. W. John— 

Snug. Wopps, yes. 

Mrs. W. He won’t be home for two hours yet; 
he’s on duty. 

Snug. Ah, exactly; you wrote to me that he 
was a peeler. 

Mrs. W. Don’t never Jet him hear you say 
peeler—it would hurt his feelings; he is so very 
| susceptible—comes of highly respectable parents 

—was brought up to no sort of employment; in 

| fact, he was a gentleman till he married me, and 

then, as I had a little bit of money, and he was 

| anxious for a genteel occupation, we took an es- 
tablishment in the general line. 


| customs but we hadn’t, except people that never 


| Mrs. W. It was a shop. We sold everything— 


ne. 
Snug. And nobody had any taste? 
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Mrs. W. Glad! [Crying and wiping her eyes.] jestically a-walking back’ards and for’ards on his 
our connubial chamber. [Darts up, and throws 


our money and eaten all our stock. 
Snug. The superior hearthstone included ? 
Mrs. W. And then Wopps entered the force. 
Snug. The force? Oh, ah, turned peeler! 
Mrs. W. Don’t be so vulgar, Sam—pray don’t! 
Snug. Never mind, Betsy, your troubles are 
all over now. I never had a brother, consequently 
you are my only sister, and, as I said before, I'll 
make a man of Wopps, and you too. 
Mrs. W. [throws her arms round his neck.} 
My dear Sam! 


Enter CHOPS, R. D., and starts. 


Chops. Hem, hem! Excuse me, of course, Mrs. 
Wopps; I didn’t know you was engaged, or— 

Mrs. W. What is it, Mr. Chops ? 

Chops. Have you seen my Sarah? 

Mrs. W. She was here just now. 

Chops. Ah! thought, I suppose, that Wopps was 
off duty; nice goings on in this house altogether. 
I’m disappointed in you, Mrs. Wopps; I thought 
you was a different sort of person, I did. 

Snug. What does he mean? 

Mrs. W. I don’t understand you, Mr. Chops? 

Chops. When I thinks that while Wopps is ma- 


Mrs. W. No. So we staid till we had spent all 
beat, you are—ha, ha, ha!—it delights me that 
he’s a victim. He’s cut up my carcass pretty often, 
and I shall be proud to see him on the hook. I wish 
you good afternoon, Mrs. Wopps! Exit R. D. 
Mrs. W. Oh, dear! now I see—he doesn’t know 
—he—I shall be the talk of all Clare-market. 
Snug. Come along, Betsy ; we’llsoon enlighten 
him, and then how sheepish he’lllook! Here, you 
Chops! [Goes off, 8. D., dragging Mrs. Wopps 
with him; JOHN WOPPS darts on, Cc. D.; stops 
suddenly and looks around, then slowly advances. 
Wopps. From information I received— [A 
thought appears to strike him—he bolts to cup- 
board—opens door and looks in—peeps under the 
table, etc., then comes forward despairingly.| Yes, 
its true—she’s gone. Oh, Betsy—oh, Eliza- 
buff! Eh—but stop! we have another apartment-— 
open L. D.—then stops and peers.] No, no! [Com- 
ing forward.) The prisoner has escaped ! She has 
slipped off the matrimonial handcuffs—has filed 
away the fetters of love—and has bolted! Govern- 
ment shan’t offer a reward for her apprehension— 
I won't allow it. What reward have I got for all my 
affection? Oh, Betsy, Betsy! [Sinksinto chair. 


Enter Tom CHAFFER, C. D. 


Chaf. {aside.] There he is! What a green ’un— 
one can gammon him to anything. [Alouwd.] 
Wopps! [He jumps up. 

Wopps. Yes, that’s my name—but you have 
stung me worse than any waps that eyer was. 

Chaf. Come back to your beat or you'll be. 
found out. . 

Wopps. No; I shall be found at home, for here 
I mean to stay. | 
— Chaf. ee laughing.| Well, he is green! 
[ Aloud. ] en I came up to you, you were quietly 
slipping down some area steps. 

Wopps. Yes, I know—at No. 6 Grubb Street. 

Aside.| The cook had kindly informed me that 
she had a considerable portion of a cold fowl very 
much at my service. 

Chaf. What were you up to down there, eh ? 
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JOHN WOPPS. 


Wopps. A boy had just thrown a marble down | hide, and I must put this out of the way; for if he 
the area, and I was going to see if he’d broke a;should see this rabbit pie, he’ll be certain that I 


Mtg 

aside] that a man had just called upon your wife, 

after making sure that you were not at home. 
Wopps. Oh! 


Chaf. And that I had every reason to believe]. 


they were about to elope together. 

Wopps. And then I rushed from you in a state 
of delirium. 

Chaf. At the very moment that an old woman 
was knocked down by a wheelbarrow under your 
very nose. 

Wopps. 1 know it—and she shouted “ Police!” 
—everybody shouted “ Police!’—and the result 
will be, that once more will be heard the libelous 
remark, that a policeman is: never in the way 
when he’s wanted. 

Chaf. Have you noticed anything strange in 

your wife’s manner lately ? 
Wopps. Yes; she was always queer when I 
came home without any appetite. Unjust female! 
How should a man be hungry, with so many gen- 
erous cooks residing on his beat? 

Chaf. And now she has gone an 


d left you— 
bolted with some other scamp. 


Wopps. Other scamp? Be particular about/|tonish Wopps? 


your grammar, will you? But, of course, Tom, it’s 
all true—you wouldn’t deceive me ! 
Chaf. Now, is it likely ? 


af. Ah, ah! then I told you [sniggering|Oh! it is so hot 


ain not far off. [Goes into cupboard with pie.] 

can’t hold it. [Hastily places 
pié on floor in cupboard.] To be shut up alone with 
arabbit pie! What an awful situation for a re- 
spectable policeman ! 


[Closes cupboard door, shutting himself in. 


Enter Mrs. WorPprs and SAm SNUG, RB. D. 


Mrs. W. Dear, dear, how unfortunate ! 

Snug. Wonder how we missed him? [JOHN 
Woprprs looks from cupboard and starts.| Don't 
take A so! What need you mind what anybody 
says 

Wopps. [aside.] There’s a ruffian. 

Snug. I have arranged all my plans, Betsy. . 

* Wopps. [aside.} Calls her Betsy! then -the evi- 
dence is complete, and I am fully committed for 
@ heavy trial. 

Staggers back into cupboard, clasing door. 

Snug. We'll live in the country, Betsy; in a 
large house, up steps, and a dog-kennel in the 
passage, and a coach-house at the bottom of the 
garden; and we'll keep some pigs in the back 
kitchen, and everything besides that’s genteel 
and fashionable. And I say, Betsy, shan’t we as- 
[WoPPs groans in cupboard. 

Mrs. W. Good gracious! what’s that 

Snug. You ought to know best—I am quite a 
stranger here. 


Wopps. Certainly not! You are one of us—and| Mrs. W. But if Wopps should first be told that 


a policeman is the soul of honor. 

Chaf. Of course he is. 

Wopps. Tom! the man that could ever doubt 
a policeman’s evidence, would be base enough to 
set the Thames on fire, if by human: means that 
daring act could be accomplished. 

Chaf. Well, now, take my advice—come back 
to your beat. Recollect that public duty— 

Wopps. Pooh—I’m cn domestic duty! That, 
Tom, 1s paramount. And she knows—she knows, 
Tom, that I never neglected it—and yet, now, she 
—oh! treacherous Betsy—atrocious Elizabuff! 

Chaf. [aside.] Well, now, this is what I do call 
@ lark. Goes off, laughing, c. D. 

Wopps. Cruel female—you have broken my 
heart, and deprived me of the cold fowl I was 
about to masticate; and now I feel a void—an 
emptiness all around and about me! Of course it’s 
grief—it can’t be because I am hungry. I wonder 
whether there is anything in the cupboard? [ Goes 
into cupboard.] What's this? [Brings.out pie and 
eri it on table, shaking his jingers.| Phew; it’s 

ot! This pie is a small token of her remorse in 

running away from me—proves that she is not all 
base, since she has left me this to sustain me in 
my sorrow! [Breaking out.] But who is the villain 
that has taken her from me? [Drawing his trum- 
cheon.| Will nobody give him into custody? Let 
me see the ruffian—Il demolish him! [Brings his 
truncheon down on the pie and smashes in the 
crust.] What’s this? [Pulling out.a head.| Curse 
me if it isn’t a rabbit pie! This wounds my feel- 
ings worse than all! She knows that I was once 
suspected of unfair dealings with a pie of this 
nature! Awful reprobate—not only to run away 
from me, but at the moment of her departure to 
prepare this insult to my misery! Hark! I hear 
somebody coming up-stairs—it’s my sergeant, no 
doubt, who has missed me off my beat. I must 


I— [Wopps groans again—both start.) Oh, what- 
ever is it? 

Snug. Do you keep a cat ? 

Mrs. W. Yes, but— 

Snug. Well, never mind—come along, Betsy. 
[Putting his arm round her waist. Worrs puts 
his head from cupboard, and hastily draws tt back 
again.| Don’t fret any more, but give me a kiss, 
Betsy dear, and come along with me. (Kisses her 
with a loud smack; WoOPPS groans again, and a 
rattling is heard amongst some of the crockery— 
both start. 

Mrs. W. I don’t believe that was the cat. 

Snug. Then there’s a ghost on the premises, 
and your husband can take him in charge, con- 
sidering he’s a peeler. 

Mrs. W. Now don’t say peeler !—there’s a dear 
—pray don’t! [They go off, C. D. 


Mrs. CHOPS enters, R. D. 


Mrs. C. Mrs. Wopps, would you be good enough 
to— Why, she isn’t here! Where has she gone to 
I wonder? [WoPpPs groans; Mrs. CHops starts. 
Mercy on me, what’s that! [A blow is heard at 
cupboard door—it flies open, and WOPPS is seen 
sitting on the floor, and feebly nodding his head 
and shaking his truncheon.| Gracious, Mr. Wopps! 
why are you there ? 

Wopps. From information I received— 

Mrs. C. (laughing.| I understand. Somebody 
told you there was a pie in the cupboard. 

Wopps. [writhing.| Rabbit—rabbit! * 

Mrs. C. Rabbit what? | 

Wopps. It was a rabbit pie, mum. = 

Mrs. C. Was! Youdon’t mean to say that you 
have eaten it all? 

Wopps. [indignantly.] Ate it? No—I’m a-sit- 
ting in it! . 

Mrs. C. What! 


—— 
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Bn ee ee WOPPS. 


opps. Yes, mum; and if I was called on to 


| turns, and pieces of aren part of dish, etc., 


are seen clinging to his coat and sticking out of | head, as I said before. 


| his pockets. 
Mrs. C. But what does all this mean ? 
|W UA breaking out.) It means that my wife 
is false t she has sloped—gone off with a 
sh tae not half so good-looking as I am. 
rs. C. It isn’t possible ! 
Wopps.. Not possible! I tell you there’s no 
' comparison between us! He’s ugly, mum—ugly ! 
| Mrs. C. Not possible, I mean, that your wife 
| has run awa ay 
: Wopps. If I said run away, I improperly ex- 
ressed myself—I should have said, walked off. 
es, mum, walked off—walked off with a fellow 
| “tha called me a peeler ! 
' Mrs. 0. Good heavens! 
_ . Wopps. Oh, it’s a safe conviction—and I have 
} no reason to ask for a remand to complete the 
case. They made love here, before my face, 
' while I was behind their back. I saw him with 
' his arm round her waist, and I heard him kiss her. 
Mrs. C. And you didn’t knock him down ? 
Wopps. I didn’t—for I felt so weak and he 
‘looked so powerful. It wasn’t for want of courage ; 
‘ask the boys on my beat—they fly before me. 
When I see five or six of them together, up to 


‘ their larks, I rush in amongst them—TI hit the 


biggest on the nose with my truncheon, and, as a 
‘warning and example, I seize the littlest by the 
hair of his head, and lug him off to the station, 
' regardless of consequences. 

Mrs. C. But with respect to your wife ? 

Wopps. I don’t respect her at all—how should 
If Hasn’t she escaped from my custody !— 
wasn’t I a witness ?—didn’t I hear her say ‘‘ My 
dear ” to the rutiian who called me by the ignomin- 
| ious name of “peeler’? Oh, Mrs. Chops, I think 

I could have borne all but that !—that « peeler ” 
was the last straw, and it broke my back. Oh, 
_ then it was that—overpowered, annihilated +I 
| subsided into the rabbit pie ! 

Mrs. C. 1 don’t believe one word of all you have 

! | been talking about. I know by my husband’s 
| Tidiculous jealousy that— 
| Wopps. He ought to be ashamed of himself. 
| Whatever opinion he may have formed of you, he 
i knows that I am a moral man. 
| Mrs. C. Well, Iam sure, Mr. Wopps! 
| Wopps. Don’t mind me—I don’t know what I 

am talking about. My wife has run away, and 
| Iny head isn’t as it ought tobe. Oh, Mrs. Chops, 
| 
| 
| 
( 


T should have made you Mrs. Wopps! 
Mrs. C. I should have declined the honor. 
Wopps. No, youwouldn’t! How could you, after 

the several teas and shrimps that I so liberally 

' paid for on your account ¢ You were very expen- 

- Sive, Mrs. Chops. Of course you remember the |. 

. Many glasses of ram and water— 

| Mrs. C. Which you drank. 

| Wopps. Did I? I don’t know. My head, as I 

! said before— [Breaking out.] Which is the way to 

; Bedlam? Mrs. Chops, call a cab, put the fare in my 


Mrs. C. Pray do not make a fool of ‘yourself. 

Wopps. Consoling angel—your sympathy is a 
comfort to my suffering bosom! Bless you, Mrs. 
Chops, bless you ! 

Mrs. C. |getting away.|] Mr. Wopps, what are 
you about? 

Wopps. Excuse me, I don’t know—it’s my 
My wife has left me—and 
now—other days—the tea—and the shrimps—they 
are rising— 

Mrs. C. Mr. Wopps! 

Wopps. To my memory. Again I am beside 
you in the tea-gardens—again I see the glass of 
rum and water before me. Would that I could 
seem again to drink it—again I attempt to kiss 
you! Tries to kiss her. 

Mrs. C. (slapping his face.| How dare you! 

Wopps. And again you slap my face. Excuse 
me, I don’t know—it’s my head, as I said before. 
Again my ardor—and the rum and water—render 
me desperate! [Sheis hurrying away—he pursues 
and brings her back.) Again you attempt to fly, 
eve me to pay the waiter ! 

Mrs. C. Let me go, sir, or— 

Wopps. Again I seize, ’and frantically embrace 

you! [£mbracing her.] And again— 


Enter CHops, suddenly, R. D. 


Chops. Knuckles of veal, and ribs: of beef, 
here’s a go! 

Wopps. What business have you here, intrud- 
ing on my misery ? 

Chops. What business have you to be cuddling 
my Sarah ? 

Wopps. Did I cuddle you, Sarah? Perhaps I 
did—I don’t know. My head, as I said before— 

Mrs. C. Chops, don’t make yourself ridiculous ! 
I merely came to borrow a flat-iron, and he— 

Chops. Rubbish! Vl score him like a line of 
pork! I'll chop his bones! Tu— 

Wopps. Now you see, mum, through that cursed 
flat-iron I shall be horribly mangled. 


Enter Mrs. WopPs, ©. D. 


Mrs. Wopps. Oh! you havecome home. [Run- 
ning to him.| Oh, John—my dear John ! 

Wopps. [starting back.] Betsy, Betsy! don’t 
approach me. From information I received— 

Mrs. W. Oh, I have such news for you! 

Wopps. No, you haven’t—it’s no news. Horri- 
ble female, go—you are discharged! AndI wishI 
could say that you leave the court without a stain 
upon your character. 

Mrs. W. (to Cuops.] I understand you have 
told him what you saw ? 

_ Wopps. No, ’m my own witness; go, leave 
me, or I—I don’t know what I may do—I’m a ma- 
niac ! 

Mrs. W. [laughing. J Oh, you ninny! Why? 

Chops. Ah, you are a nice pair—well-matched 
—for just now I caught Wopps a-cuddling my 
Sarah. 

Mrs. W. [starting.] whe 

. Mrs. C. Mrs. Wopps, I assure you— 

Mrs. W. You di villain, you did ? 

Wopps. I really don't know; for my head, as I 
said before— 

Mrs. W. Oh, you wretcbh—Ill leave you directly! 
Wopps. Leaveme? You have left me—so, sup- 


pocket, and give orders that if they can’t cure me| pose I did cuddle Mrs. Chops, what right "have 
a 


m to be smothered. 


| you to interfere ? 
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Mrs. W. Well, 1f ever— 


Wopps, who has been hammering away at cup- 


Chops. [seizing Wopps.] Perhaps I have no| board door with his truncheon, now breaks a hole 
right to interfere, eh? [Shaking him.] Haven’t|in a panel, and puts his head through, staring at 


I—eh ? 


his wife as she lies in SNuG’s arms; Mrs. WOPPS 


Wopps. Chops, you shall be sorry for this+I’ll| looks up, sees her husbands head, screams, and 


swear you tried to murder me. 
always believes a policeman’s evidence. 
Mrs. C. Chops—Mrs. Wopps—I assure you— 
Chops. Rascal ! 
Mrs. W. [seizing Worrs.] Ruffian! 
[ They shake him. 


SNUG enters, C. D. 


Snug. Halloa, halloa, Betsy—what’s the matter 
now 
Wopps. [breaking away.] Oh, that’shim! Vile 


destroyer of my domestic felicity, look at me—|him.] J ohn—Wopps—J ohn! spe 


I’m a maniac ! 
Snug. I see you are. Betsy, is this Wopps? 


Mrs. W. Yes; and he’s been a-kissing this| stare. 


young woman. 
Chops. A-cuddling my Sarah. 
Mrs. C. [erying.) Oh, this is too much ! 
Wopps. You're right it is. It’s harder to swal- 


low than the rabbit pie. I thought I was the|just ccme back from Australia. 


prosecutor in this case, but it seems, after all, that 
I’m the prisoner at the bar. 
Snug. Wopps, I shan’t allow these goings on. 


Wopps. Ruffian, you’ve got your object; and if] service. 


I think proper to cuddle every girl in the parish, 
what’s the odds to you? 

Mrs. W. [screaming.| Oh, the wretch ! 

Snug. [seizing Woprs, and shaking him.) It's 
my duty to wring your neck. 


Wopps. Not when I’m on duty—you mustn’t—| Mrs. W. And he has brought home such a lot 
let me go! [Breakitg away.] When was there a| of money. 


law passed to authorize everybody to shake a po- 
liceman ? 
Mrs. C. It serves you right, Mr. Wopps! 
Wopps. Go on. | 
Chops. You are a scoundrel! 
Wopps. Proceed. 
Mrs. W. A deceitful vagabond ! 
Wopps. Thank you. [Turning to SNuG.] It’s you 


next, I believe? 


Snug. And an infernal peeler ! 

Wopps. [starting violently.] Eh! that’s a set- 
tler—no man’s reason could stand against it—con- 
sequently, I'm a maniac! Yve been injured and 
tortured by you all—goaded by the butcher like 
a refractory bullock, till my head—as I said be- 
fore, [flourishing his truncheon] ’'m a maniac ; if I 
kill anybody, you mustn’t prosecute. ’'m determ- 
jned to commit slaughter, and to begin I'll smash— 

Omnes. [retreating a step.) Eh! 

Wopps. The crockery! [Darts into cupboard 
and hammers away at the crockery with his trun- 


The magistrate | runs and unbolts the door ; the door then swings 
Jorward, bringing Worrs with it, his head re- 


maining in the same position. 
Mrs. W. Pull your head out! 
Wopps. [struggling.] I can’t! 
Mrs. W. You'll be choked! 
Wopps. 1am! [The two WOMEN lug at the tail 
of his coat—the two MEN drive at his jp hers 
at last liberated, and falls to the ground; CHOPS 
and SNUG raise and carry him forward. 
Mrs. W. Oh, he is in a swoon! [Kneeling beside 
to your own 
Betsy ! | 
Wopps. [seated on ground, and with a vacant 
From information I received— [Seeing 
Snuc.] Ah! there he is—there heis! ~ 
Mrs. W. Yes, thank goodness, there he is. 
Wopps. [groaning.] .Oh! 
Mrs. W. Why, you gaby, this is my brother, 


Wopps. [jumping up.) What! 
Chops. and Mrs. C. Your brother ? 
Snug. Sam Snug—Betsy’s big brother—at your 


Wopps. Your brother! Then, from informa- 
tion I received, I have every reason to believe 
that I have made a d——d fool of myself. 

Snug. I should like to see the man that would 
contradict you. 


Wopps. Then he’s welcome. 

Snug. You and Betsy shall share my fortune 
with me. — : 

Wopps. Noble individual; you are an honor to 
your sex ! 

ae Oh, but, I forgot: did you cuddle Mrs. 


ops 

Wopps. I don’t know. My head, asI said 
before — 

Mrs. C. He really did not know what he was 
doing, and I beg I may be bothered no more 
about it. 

Snug. You won't. For we shall retire into the 
country—a large mansion, with a coach-house 
and a pig-sty. 

Chops. Then Pll never be jealous no more, Sarah. 

Wopps. And now I shall retire into private life, 
and live happy ever after, with my Betsy’s love 
and my brother-in-law’s money, and cheered by 
the proud consciousness that, as a member of the 
force, I was always at my post. There was one 


cheon ; the women scream ; MRS. WoPPS runs|on my beat I used to lean against. And I hope 
up, closes cupboard door upon WopPs, and bolts | you will allow me to say, that I have won the en- 
it. The smashing of crockery continues—women | tire approbation of a great number of highly re- 
scream again—MRs. CHOPS falls into SNuG’s arms | spectable inhabitants. Of course I shall name no 
—CHors hastens and drags her away—MBs. | parties, but only say, as usual, that—from inform- 
Woprs falls into CHoP’s arms—MRrs. CHOPS pulls | ation I received— 

her away—Mrs. Cuoprs then falls into her hus- 


band’s arms—Mrs. Wopps into those of SNUG. THE END. 
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ACT I. 


SCENE I1—Grand Hall in the Royal Palace at 
Madrid. Lar an window, practicable, RB. U. B. ; 
arches at back, and curtains; door opposite 

window, L. U. B.; 3; table and chairs, L. C.3 writ- 
ing materials. 

Enter Don SALLUSTE and GUDIEL from L. D. 


Sal. Close the door, Gudiel. All yet are asleep. 


night begins ; 
Yea, Gudiel 1, yes—my reign is over. 

Oh, thunderstroke ! To lose all in a day ! 
For what? A yee girl—at my age, truly 
A ee fancy ! ten! but be silent. 

ie affair is secret, and I'd keep it so. 


we ee 


: 
| 
; 


(GUDIEL bows, SALLUSTE sits R. of table. 
{ of some slight beauty, but no. birth— — 
a flower of the queen’s, as she is call’d— 


i ae ee, a ee oer) 


‘I will not fall—[1l.vanish |! 


The day is breaking, (looking from window] and 
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ashington, D. O. 


Though she’s no queen as yet. She’s but be- 


troth’d, 

And wears the ring without the rites of marriage; 
It being deemed expedient, for reasons, 
That she should study the high art of queen-craft 
Upon the soil o’er which she is to reign. 
I say, I cast my eyes upon this girl 
And made her mine—about a year ago. 3 
This creature, Gudicl, rushes to the queen, 
Dragging’her brat into the royal chambers, 
And weeps, and wails, and howls of my seduction. 
Plebeian fool! The queen, sir, sends for me, 
And says, forsooth, the wench being of her suite, 
I must espouse her! Do you hear? Espouse! 
I refus’d flatly—for the which I’m banish’d ! 
You hear me—banished ! Twenty years of labor, 
Of travail night and day, my office, power, 
Presidency of the High Gourt of Alcades, 
Revenues, patronages, influence 
And trust, fall at a stroke! 

Gudiel. 'Tis not yet known ! 

Sal. It will be known to-morrow. Let us go! 
I would not bear the ee afte the crowd— 

udiel, 
I choke with rage! But I will plan a mine 
Shall scatter all my foes. They banish me! 

cia Whose arm, my lord, hath struck this 

ow? ... 

Sal. The queen’s. 
Pll be revenged, Gudiel. You hear me, — 
L.| And know I have a grateful memory. 
T go to my estate in Finlas, there 
Tl plot vengeance. Oh, banished for a girl! 
Haste our preparations! You go with me! 
First I would have a word with that same man. 
Oh! I will have such venge— Pshaw! let me 

think 


Not talk. Gould my ragged, merry kinsman 


Help me? Umph! Illtry. Haste thee, Gudiel! 


Gudiel. I had forgot. The Alguazils you ordered 
Attend your pleasure ! 
Sal. Let them wait! Until — 
peg as master here, at least. Now leave 
GUDIEL bows and exits L. D. 
{Cae at sae ] Ho! Ruy Blas! 
mter Ruy Buas, dressed as DoN SALLUSTE’S 
SERVANT, L. D. 
Ruy. My lord! 
Sal. I quit Madrid 
To-night. (Ruy ee Open yon casement! 
[Ruy does so.] Do you see 
That ragged cavalier? [Ruy assents.] Beckon 
him hither ; 


I would speak with him. [Ruy obeys. 


I | 
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Close the casement—so! [Roy obeys, then holds 
back the curtain, L.; DON CESAR appears, 
ragged, with broken "feather in his hat, long 
sword, eic.; DON CHSAR and Rovy recog- 
nize each other, but do not speak; DON 
SALLUSTE observes them. 

They know each other; how ’s that? I must learn. 

64 [He signs to Ruy to go; Ruy bows, and ex- 

~. ats, L. D. 

Well, brigand ? 

Cesar. Well, cousin ? 
Sal. What news? 
Cesar. As Chief 

Of the Alcades, you should know everything. 

Sal. Last night Don Charles de Mira was at- 
tacked ; 

Robbed of his. purse, his sword, his clothes— 

Cesar. Aha! 
Sal. But as’twas Easter Eve, and he’s a knight 

Of the most noble order of St. James, 

The brigands gave him back his cloak. 

Cesar. And why ? 

Sal. The order was embroidered. You were 
there ! 

Cesar. Well, truth to speak, I was—as a spec- 
tator. 

I never touched Don Charles. I gave no orders. 

I but gave—advice; you hear, advice—no more. 

Sal. Last week the watch was beaten. Were 
- you there ? 
Cesar. Singing extemporaneous verses— 

Nothing more. You know my vein for poetry. 

Sal. In France you were accused of breaking 
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Sal. Are you not ashamed ? 

Cesar. Ashamed of what? 
I never was ashamed to clothe myself — - . 
When I was naked. ’Tis handsome, and I hear 
I’ the latest fashion! Look, my cousin. 

Opens his ragged cloak and exhibits vest. 

I found the pockets full of billet-doux, 
So, when both hungry and in love, I sit me 
Near a kitchen, and inhale the steams of fat, 
Rich meats, and in perusing o’er these sighs 
Of perfumed paper, satisfy my love 
And hunger too. 

Sal. Don Ceesar ! 

Cesar. Cousin! Truce 
To your reproaches. I am noble—true © 
Don Cesar de Bazan, Count of Garofa. 
Before I came to man’s estate, I wasted 
All my patrimonial. T was rich 
Am now a beggar. Once I'd palaces, 
Domains, debtors—devil knows what beside ; 
Now I have nothing—and Count Alba’s vest, 
And love-letters—stop—I had forgot: I have 
A thousand creditors—and they’re not enough; , 
I fain would have one more. Kinsman, cousin ie 
Don Salluste de Bazan, Marquis of Finlas— 
I pray thee, lend hy noble relative 
Ten crowns ! 

Sal. Cesar, I am rich— 

Cesar. You're lucky. 

Sal. And childless. 

Cesar. That’s still luckier! 

Sal. I’ve seen, 
Cesar, your degradation, and would fain 
Stretch out a hand to lift you to your seat. . 


ope— 
Cesar. Tush! France, coz, is the enemy of|I’ll pay your debts, restore your palaces, 


Spain. 

To levy ‘conteibutlons on a foe 
Is praiseworthy by all the laws of war. 

Sal. In Flanders, near to Mons, you dar’d to take 
Moneys belonging to the church 

Cesar. Did I? 
Was it in Flanders? P’raps it was! You see 
I’m such a traveler, I quite forget. 
Hast done ? 

Sal. Don Cesar de Bazan, when I 
But think of you and of your way of life, 
The blush of shame mounts to my brow. 

Cesar. Does it? 
Don’t check it! It will do you good. A blush, 
I take it, is but seldom seen there. <A blush! 
You still can binsh! I envy you! 

Sal. Our house— 

Cesar. Stop! To all Madrid, saving yourself, 

my name, 

My real name, is unknown. Our house’s honor 
Is quite safe for me! Cousin, no more of that. 
I was Don Cesar—I am now Zafari. 

Sal. The brigand of Galicia, Malatesta, 
Your chosen friend. 

Cesar. Hear reason—but for him 
I had starved of cold and hunger. Seeing m me 
Famished and naked one December day, | 
He took compassion on me. That perfumed fool, 
The Count of Alba, lately lost a rich 
Embroidered vest. 

Sale Well ? 

Cesar. This is it. [Showing it beneath his cloak. 

Sal. This! | 

Cesar. Yes. 
Larrea gave it me. 


Tis becoming, 
Ist not 


Present you at the court, and from the ashes - 
Of beggar Zafari raise up Don Cesar ! 
Cesar. [transported with joy.}: You. will! you'll 
. pay my debts? 
Sal. I will! 
Cesar. What jo joy 
For my poor creditors! and what surprise 


|For them and me! Speak on, dear coz, your lips 


Drop eloquence! Speak on! 
Sal. For this I make 
Conditions—so first take my purse. [ Gives Ut him. 
Cesar. [taking it.) 1 like 
Your first condition. Ifthe others be 
No harder, why, we shall agree like turtles. 
Sal. That is a trifle. To- day Pll count you out 
Five hundred ducats. 
Cesar. posteundee What! aay) sword—my life 
Are yours 
Sal. I neither want your sword or life. 
Cesar. What then ? 
Sal, I think thou knowest every ruffian 
In Madrid ? 
Cesar. [(vbowing.] You do me honor—and ’tis oné 
That I deserve. There’s not a vagabond 
Of all, who’s not my intimate acquaintance ! 
Sal. You could, at need, soon raise up a revolt ? 
Cesar. Revolt |—a revolution, if you like. 
I’d raise a troop of mutineers at once. 
There’s all my creditors; why, they alone 
Would form a@ numerous army. 
Sal. ’'m speaking 
To Don Cesar—not unto Zafari. 
I'd have thee spread a net—a trap—a pit, 
As secret as the fowler’s who lays bait 
For birds—who, with emenune sun, fly straight 
Into the snare. Id be revenged! 
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| Act I, Scene 1.) 
| Cesar. On whom % 

. Give me his name—T'll seek him out and fight him! 
‘Sal. I do not seek revenge upon @ man. 

Cesar. Upon what, then ? 

' Sal. A woman! 
| Cesar. What! a woman ! 

No more, my noble cousin. List to me: 

He who, by birth or courage, with the right 
| To draw his sword in face of day—who, born © 
| A noble, meanly stoops to play the spy— 

' The Alguazil—upon a woman—were he 

' Grandee of Castile, Knight of Iago, 
' Marquis or duke, I'd have hung up as high 

| As a tree-top, and nail’d unto a gibbet! 
| Sal. Cesar! . 
' Cesar. Nota word. No! keep your secret . 


, And your gold; ll none of either! [Throws the| But mark what change in me 


| purse down. ] I know 
| That hunger steals—despair by night, by force 
| Or stratagem, bursts ope a dungeon door, 
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Cesar. What mean you? 
Ruy. Let me grasp your hand, old friend ! 
Oh! I was happy in that good old time, 
When you and [ together trod the grass, 
Ragged and hungry. Yet I still was free ! 
Oh, then, Zafari, then I was a man! 
Born of the people, you and I, resembling 
Each other both in form and statur e, oft ta’en 
For brothers, sang joyous songs at sunrise, 
ie when night came, together worship’d 
heaven— 
Sharing our griefs and happiness, till came 
The sad, sad hour of separation. 
Four years have passed; I find thee still the same— 
The same Zafari—happy i in your hopes, 
Wart in your tatters, rich in Perens: 
An orphan rear’d, 
And bred compassionately in a college ; 
Taught science, and the pride that 1 springs from 
knowledge, 


And cuts the throats of judges, jailors, hangmen—| Instead of a mechanic, am a dreamer. 


Brigands stop travelers, thieves waylay. 
then ? 


'Tis brave, sword fighting sword, man fighting |I march’d to honors! 


man ; 
i But with a honeyed tongue and accent false 
To lay a snare to catch a woman! To lure 
ie pretty, powerless, unsuspecting bird, 
ina trap her to a deep abyss of shame! 
| By Heav’n, I’d rather the executioner 
Tore out my heart and toss’d it i’ the mire, 
And let street-dogs lick up its life-blood. 
- Nay, 

Cousin. 

Cesar. Live in your palace, I'll live upon 
Air—find by the mountain-side a downy bed, 
With gypsies, tinkers, beggars, and the like. 


equals— 
Til to my vagabonds and live at ease ! 
Pil herd with wolves—I will not coil with serpents. 
Sal. Cousin, your hand—your hand—my trick 
succeeded, 
| And you have stood the test! 


Jou 
Cesar. What! 
-Sal. I did but try you, cousin—that was all. 
Cesar. Then she on whom you'd be revenged— 
Sal. A trick! 
A trick—imaginary ! 
Cesar. And your plan 
| To pay my debts—was that imaginary ? 
| The five hundred ducats, were they a fiction ? 
I fear they were ! 
Sal. Not so. I go to seek them! 
[Goes to door, and beckons on Ruy BLAS. 
Cesar. [aside.] That low’ring face—I'll swear 
he was in earnest. 
His lips say yes—I fear his looks mean perhaps ! 
Sal. Remain here, Ruy Blas! peor BLAS bows. 
a C2SAR.] I will return 
[Hait Don SALLUSTE, L. D. 
Cesar. V I’m not deceived, then—'tis thee, Ruy 
as ! 
Ruy. Old friend Zafari ! Thee, and in this palace! 
Cesar. oo I was passing by. Now I'll take 


You know t am a bird that loves free air. 
But you—in liv’ry! Is it a disguise ? 
Ruy. aibpuicod No; when I doff it, then I am 


Your hand, I pray 
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What | You know to heart I always hugg’d Ambition— 


And toil’d and toil’d ! And to what end? I dreamt 
I had hope in Fate! 
I thought the Future might repay the Past! 
Until one day, faint, hungry, in the streets, 
Shelter and food I found, my friend, by this ! 
T Pointing to his livery. 

I had built myself an editice of thoughts, 
Ideas, chimeras, madness! I pitied Spain, 
And fancied I was born to rescue her. 
Poor fool! I thought the world had need of me. 
Lo! the result—you see [ am a lackey ! 

Cesar. I know, my friend, that Hunger is a 


steed 
That’s hard to curb—Necessity a giant 
That conquers all. Whatthen? The tide of Fate 


Farewell! Keep with your courtiers and your| Has still its ebb and flow. Hope yet! 


Ruy. Hope! Me! 

The marquis of this palace is my master ! 

Cesar. I know it. Do you live here? 

Ruy. No; till to-day 
I never cross’d its threshold. 

Cesar. But the marquis 
Dwells here ? 

Ruy. The court has need of him. Some paces 
Hence he has another home, where daylight 
Never shines on him—a quiet place, with 
Secret doors, of which he only keeps the key. 

At night he enters. Then come to him men 
Who're mask’d, and speak in whispers. Two dumb 
slaves 

I'm their master ! 

. ’Tis there he meets, 
As Chief of the Alcades, his spies and minions. 
In darkness there the spider spins his web. 

Ruy. He ordered me to tend him here to-day. 
When I arrived, he bade me put on this— 

The odious badge of degradation 
I wear for the first time. 

Cesar. [shaking his hand.] Hope yet! 

Ruy. [with intensity.) Hope yet! . 

Brother, you do not know—you shall! Beneath 
This sullying and dishonoring garb 

To have lost joy and pride and manhood’s naught ! 
I am a slave—a vile slave! and what matter ? 
Listen, brother! In my breast a serpent, 


. | With a tooth of flame, winds round and round my 


heart 
Its coils of folded venom. Zafari, 
My outside shocks thee! Couldst thou see within | 
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Cesar. I do not understand. 
Ruy. Suppose—invent— 


»-RUY BLAS. 


{Act I, Scene 1. 


Sal. [aside.] Together ! 
Cesar. Come! 


_ Imagine—dream—rack out thy brains, and search| Ruy. No, no, no! 
| For something wild—incalculable—mad, 

_ A dazzling fatality !—a passion 

_ That, like delicious poison, drags my soul 

! Towards an abyss where crime and ruin wait. 


a a rn eee ne ee 


iar cinsinadiacasiistiebehcuamceniotacaeeaamaae | 


Thou canst not guess? Whocould? Brother, in the 
Rapid whirlpool of the destiny that sweeps 
Me down, list ! hear !—I madly love the queen! 
Cesar. The queen ! 
Ruy. Love her with heart of flame—with veins 
Of fire! So helpless, beautiful and young— 
So wretched ’mid the vile intrigues of this 
Vile court! Brother, she goes each night to the 


' Convent of Rosara—thou knowest—in the street 


Of Ortoleza. She is fond of flowers, 


| And one sort chiefly—a blue flower, that grows 


In Germany, her native land. Each day 
I go a league to gather some. I find them 
In the forest. At midnight, like a thief, 
I scale the wall, and leave them near a bank 
She oft reclines on. Yesterday I dared 
To put a letter ’mid the flowers. You hear, 
Brother, a letter. Ab! you pity me! 
I sce—I feel you do! Some night the guard 
Will hear, and fire. Well, I shall die near her— 
The sweetest, holiest death for Ruy Blas! 
Oh! I would ‘sell the jewel of my mind 
To the eternal foe, to be but one 
Of those young cavaliers who are permitted 
To approach her! Leave me, brother! Go—go! 
Leave thou the miserable fool, who dares 
To hide beneath a lackey’s garb the passions 
Of a king! [Falls into chair. 
Cesar. [laying his hand on his shoulder.] 
Leave thee! I, who never suffered—lI, 
Who never felt grief—never loved! A poor 
Mendicant, idling my day and night away— 
To whom, compassionately, Destiny 
Will sometimes throw a copper! Ah, Ruy, 
My friend, I envy thee, that thou ‘canst love! 
They join hands; Ruy still in the chair. 
ON SALLUSTE enters; he indicates, by the 
curiosity with which he regards Ruy, that 
he has overheard them; he has a cloak over 
his arm, a sword and baldrick in one hand, 
a gh in the other. 
to Don CzSAR.] Here are the ducats! 
UY rises, and stands respectfully as a 
a in the presence of his master. 
Cesar. (aside, observing Don SALLUSTE. ] The 
devil take me, 
But my great kinsman listened at the door! ! 
[Aloud.] Don Salluste, thanks! [He sits at table, 
counting the ducats; Ruy near him; nei- 
ther observing DON SALLUSTE, who lifts the 
curtain, and discovers three ALGUAZILS, 
armed and dressed in black. 
Sal. (pointing to Don CazsaR.] The man there 
with the purse— 
As he leaves, seize him. Heed ye not his cries; 
Away with him on board, and sell him quickly 
In Afric as a slave. Here’s the order, 
Signed and sealed by my own hand. 
Gives it them and drops the curtain. 
Cesar. [making two equal parts of money. 
Rouy.} Brother, your share. 
Ruy. My share? 


mares 


‘Tis not my body, but my soul’s, the slave. 
Thou canst not, brother dear, deliver that. 
No, no! I feel my fate is here, and here 
I wait the stroke. 
Sal. [aside—up stage.] So—saved. 
Cesar. (taking money.| Follow thy will. 
Ever as obstinate and foolish as—myself ! 
Sal. [observing them.| The same height, figure, 
and their features, too, 
Are not unlike. 
Cesar. Brother, farewell ! 
Ruy. Thy hand! ie usic. They shake hands 
| warmly. DON CESAR, without seeing SAL- 
LUSTE, exits R. D. 
Sal. [observing Ruy.} ‘‘He madly loves. the 
queen !” Young, handsome, brave— 
No doubt ambitious. The very instrument 


I wea Yes; with his hand I'll strike the 
ow 
And strike at once ! [Aloud.] Ruy Blas! 
Ruy. My lord! 


Sal. This morn, 

When you came here, did any see you enter ? 
Ruy.. No one, my lord. 
Sal. a wore a cloak? [Ruy assents.] Then 


non 
Have seen cn in this livery ? 
Ruy. No one 
In Madrid. 
Sal. Good. Now close the door, and doff it. 
Ruy. My lord! 
Sal. Off with it! [Ruy takes tt off.] You write 
' with elegance 
So sit you down and be my secretary. 
[RUY sits on L. of table; SALLUSTE standing. 
I'd have bes write a love-letter to her 
I love. as I dictate, set it down. 
‘Ouy Pile rf [Ruy starts.] My heart’s queen! 
_ A doom of danger 
Hangs o’er my head—thou canst avert the blow, 
And only thou. Come to me instantly— 
Without thee Iam lost! My safety, fate, 
My life, is in thy hands. Oh, come to me, 
All-powerful! I kiss thy hands and wait thee.” 
To touch the heart of woman it is best 
To swear there’s danger hovering o’er you. 
| (Laughing. 
‘A private door that leads from out the garden 
Is open—’twill admit thee unobserved.” 
Hast done? 
ue BLAS assents, and offers paper, standing. 
wy. Your signature ? 
Sal. No—sign it ‘‘ Ceesar !” 
‘Tis the name she calls me. 
Ruy. Will not the hand 
Betray it? - 
Sal. Vll put my seal on’t. 
Ruy. Shall I 
Address the letter ? 
Sal. No, Pll do that. So 
Give itme! [Ruy BLas does so.) Ruy, T quit 
Madrid to-night. 


You will stay here, sir. I have found in you 


To eres trustworthy, discreet and faithful, 


d I would mark my recognition on ’t. 
[Ruy BLAS bows. 


Cesar. Yes, take it. You are free. Then let’s go| Td help to lift you to a better fate— 


Together. 


One worthier of you. Trust me, you shall rise ! 
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Act Il, Scene 1.} RU Y | 


Now write again: ‘‘I, Ruy Blas, servant 
To the Marquis of Finlas, here engage 
On all occasions, public or in private, 
To render to my master and my lord 
The humble service of a faithful lackey !” 
[Ruy Buas writes. 
So—sign it—now the date. Good! give it me. 
[Ruy BLAS does so. 
also in his breast. 
' Reach me that sword there! [Ruy does so.] Look, 
the hilt ’s of gold— 
The hanger curiously embroidered. 
| ’'d see the effect on ’t; prithee put it on! 
| Roy BLAs does so. 
Aye, now you have the air of a young lord— 
Acavalier of noble birth and breeding. [PAGES 
draw the curtains and discover a magnifi- 
cent hall. 
| Enter the MARQUIS DEL BASTO from L. U. E. 
Marquis del Basto, let me now present 
My cousin, young Don Cesar de Bazan, 
Count of Garofa, near to Velalcazar. 
Ruy. Great Heaven ! 
Sal. [to him.] Silence! ; 
Basto. [bowing.} Sir, I am honored. 
Sal. [aside to Ruy.] Salute him. . 
oe bows, embarrassed. 
Basto. You are much changed ! 


| Ruy. My lord! 3 
Sal. Nay, call me cousin, Don Cesar. 


man, with large gray moustachios—the perfect 

type of a Spanish cavalier of the ante-Cervantic 

period, stiff, formal and pedantic—DONn PEDKO, 

| Don MANUEL and other NOBLES, L. U. E. 

, There’s blood between us, Count Alba, Don 

Pedro— 

I pray you, know my cousin, Don Cesar. 

Alba. Don Caesar de Bazan? Why—no—you're 


. 
F 


HOH OOOOH OOOH HOSS 


I knew her well. 
Sal. [aside to Ruy.] Count Alba is half blind. 
Alla. I should have known him from the 


Pedro. Welcome, sir. [Ruy bows. 
Sal. Yes, the prodigal’s returned. You can 
recall 
His wild career ten years ago—his fétes, 
And masks, and—well, no more of that. 


years 
Ruined, he fled to golden India, 
And now comes back with galleons stow’d with 
ld 


gold. 
Alba. Sir, I congratulate you. 
Pedro. And I. 
Manuel. And I. 
Alba. Don Cesar de Bazan, Count of Garofa, 
You are most welcome. [Shaking Ruy’s hand. 
Sal. [examining ALBA.] Count, a charming 


the one 
: [had—the one the brigand Malatesta 
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SALLUSTE places it 


BLAS. 5 


Robbed me of. [Voice outside, ‘‘The queen !” 
Musi. The NOBLES put on their hats; 
SALLUSTE takes his hat and gives it to 


UY. 
Sal. Take this! Remember, 
Yow're a Grandee of Spain! so use your rights! 
Stand cover’d in the presence of the queen ! 
Ruy. My lord! [Putting hat on. 
Sal. Be true unto thyself. March on, 
Fearless and boldly! Courage. Wert thou blind- 


Oo ‘ 
My eyes should see for thee—m y hand direct thee. 


Grand March, trumpets; procession at back 

‘from BR. U. E. to L. U. E., PAGES, COURTIERS, 
GUARDS; the QUEEN, bareheaded, beneath a 
canopy of cloth of gold, supported by four GEN- 
TLEMEN OF THE CHAMBER; the QUEEN bows 
to the NOBLES, who remain in front, their backs 
to the audience—they return the bows, but do 
not wncover; the QUEEN’S eye meets Ruy’'s; 
SALLUSTE observing—tableau. 


ACT ITI. 


ScENE I.—Grand apartment in the Palace of the 
QUEEN. Casement on balcony, R.; Madrid seen 
through it; grand doors, L.; tapestry, R. and L.; 
concealed door beneath tapestry, L. 2 E.; throne 
and steps, RB. U. E.; chairs, etc. 


strained; the DUCHESS rigid and stiff. 


Queen. I cannot chase the image from my 
thoughts. 
I dreamt last night—I think of him to-day— 
I see him grave and joyless, as he bent 
Over my hand, and took his leave. Don Salluste. 


[Offering it to CASILDA. 
Casil. Your majesty so gracefully gives alms. 
[The QUEEN is about to go to window to 
throw the purse; the DUCHESS rises from 
her chair, places herself between the QUEEN 
and the window, and makes a profound 
courtesy. 
Duchess. Pardon, your majesty. The etiquette 
Of this great Court of Spain does not permit 


In three | The queen to show herself unto the people - 


Save upon state occasions. 
[Reseats herself, after courtesying. 
Queen. Very well; 
Throw them my purse, Casilda. [Sighs. CASILDA 
does so. To LADI«s.] Let us play 
Some game to pass away the tedious time. 
Duchess. [rising with the same stately courtesy 
as before.| Pardon, your majesty, etiquette 
forbids ! 
The Queen of Spain may not amuse herself, 
Excepting with her equals—kings or queens, 


vest. 
Alba. Umph! passable. You should have seen | Or princes and princesses of the blood 


Royal of the kingdom. 
Queen. [irritated.] But none are here! 
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6 RUY BLAS. 


Duchess. His majesty, alas! has no relations. 
[ Courtesys. 

Queen. Casilda, Isabella, let us walk. 
[DUCHESS rises again. 


Duchess. Pardon, your majesty ! the etiquette |Is hunting. 


Of this great Court of Spain exacts that when 
The queen doth condescend to walk, each door 
Is ope’d by a grandee, who holds the key. 
Not one grandee is in the palace now, 
Therefore your majesty must please remain. 
Queen. Am I a prisoner ? 
Duchess. Pardon ; as Mistress 
Of the Royal Household, as Gouvernante 
Of the Queen of Spain, until the festal day 
That dawns upon the marriage, I fulfill 
My duty. [ Sits. 
Queen. Casilda, you pity me, 
Do you not? 
Casil. Your majesty— 
Queen. No matter. 
Bring fruit and wine. Ladies, I invite you. 
Duchess. [rising.| Pardon, your majesty! Eti- 
quette compels 
The Queen of Spain, unless the king is by, 
To eat alone ! [ Sits. 
Queen. The king! The king neglects me, 
Even before we’re wed. I never see him ! 
He’s always at the chase! For the six months 
I’ve been in Spain, Pve not seen him six times. 
Casil. [aside, R.] Poor lady! In this dreary 
court condemn’d 
To pass her days so drearily ; hemm’d in 
By etiquette and stupid forms. [ Aloud, to QUEEN, 
who is in @ reverie.|] Madame ! 
Queen. Casilda! ' 
Casil. You seem sad. 
Queen. Sad! Yea! E’en captives 
Are allowed that liberty. 
Casil. [whispering.] The secret door 
I told you of, frees you to pass at pleasure. 
Queen. True, ’d forgotten. I was thinking then 
Of my dear home in Germany—wy sister ; 
And how we played together ’neath the trees, 
And laughed and sang; until one sad, sad day, 
A man in black came up to me and said, 
“You are betrothed unto the King of Spain !” 
My father triumphed, and my mother wept— 
I think, in private, both were sorry for ’t. 
I caine to learn the duties of a queen 
Ere I became the wife unto a king. 
’Tis a dull place, your court—the little birds 
I brought from home all died since they’ve been 
here. 
I am a prisoner bound down by forms. 
For me the sun smiles not upon the flowers ; 
For me the clouds find not a mirror in 
The stream. Nature is lost to me! 
Casil. Madame, look 
Fromthiscasement. ’Tisalovely view ; the woods, 
The river—see! [QUEEN ts going towards case- 
ment; DUCHESS rises. 
Duchess. Pardon, your majesty ! 
Etiquette permits not that the Queen of Spain 
Should look out of a casement ope’d or ay 
its. 
Queen. Am I forbidden, then, to gaze mes 
The liberty of others? [F'olding-doors open, L. C. 
Enter PAGE, L. C. 
Page. From the king. 
wie" [with joy.| ‘Thank Heaven, he thin 
of me! 


re 


ne 
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(Act LI, Scene 1. 


Enter the COUNT OF ALBA, L. C., with a letter. 
Page. Count Alba! 
Queen. The letter, sir, whence comes it ? 
Alba. Madame, from Aranguez, where the king 


Queen. I thank bis majesty for 
His kind remembrance. Pray, count, give it me! 
Duchess. {[advancing.} Pardon, your majesty! | 
Etiquette exacts | 
That I, as Mistress of the Royal Household, 
First ope and read it. 7 
Queen. Well, read it quickly ! 
Duchess. {reads.] .“ Madame: The wind is high! 
I’ve killed six wolves. . 
Signed, Carlos.” Will your majesty ? 
[ Offering letter. 


ueen No, no! 
[Aside.] I must forget my heart and be a queen. 
Casi. Is that all? 
Duchess. All! what would you have? The king 
Is hunting—writes unto the queen—tells her 
What royal sport he has enjoyed, and how 
The wind is! What could hesay more? Nothing! 
His royal hand— a at letter.] No, no! ’tis 
not his hand— 
His majesty dictated. 
Queen. [taking letter.] Dictated ! 
Naught but the signature is his! Heavens! 
This writing—yes! it is the same—the same 
Gales saline it with a letter she takes from 
er bosom 
That— Powers! Yes! 
{To others, with self-command.| To whom, count, | 
did the king 
Dictate this letter? [CounrT ALBA és making love 
to CASILDA—advances. 
Alba. The Duke d’Olmedo. 
ueen. The Duke d’O)medo 2 | 
uchess. The first minister. 
Alba. Who gallop’d hither, and now waits forme 
In the council chamber. 
Queen. [aside.] Duke d’Olmedo! 
Duchess. A scion of the great house of Bazan— 
A perfect and accomplished cavalier, 
His noble birth bursting through every look. 
Casil. [to ISABELLA, overheard by ALBA.] The 
handsomest young gallant of them all— _—_i; 
I lov’d him at first sight, although, alas! 
I’ve not changed word with him ; but Pve a plan 
To send to-night to him by old Paquita— 
I die with curiosity to hear 
How he makes love. — 
Alba. [aside.] Indeed! She loves him, then! 
And he’s my twenty-third successful rival. ~ 
Yl pick a quarrel with and kill him. ‘Yes; 
Olmedo’s dead ! 
Queen. The Duke d’Olmedo! 
mien Don Cesar de Bazan, Duke of Ol- 
medo. | 
Alba. Don Cesar de Bazan, Duke of—he’s dead. 
Queen. Is council held to-day ¢ 
Alba. [bows.] Madame, it is. 
Duchess. Is it the pleasure of your majesty 
I take the letter back ? 

Queen. No—no—Vl'll keep it. 3 
Duchess. ’Tis time the queen were left to her 
devotions. 7 
Count Alba, ladies, we must take our leave. 
[All bow and courtesy reverentially and exit, 
L. C., ALBA wanting to pay court to Ca- 

SILDA, she not noticing him. 


—— 
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RUY BLAS. 


Act II, Scene 2.) 


7 


Queen. [taking letters and some withered blue| Lay in few bands; I think we all should share. 
flowers from her bosom.) The same hand—| You [to one] have tobacco; you've [to another] 


yes—then itishe! ’Tis he 
Who nightly brings the flowers I love best, 
And lays them on the bank. There is one man 
In Spain who risks his life to please a fancy 
Of-his queen’s. These words of love—these words 
of love— | 
Oh! how they burn my breast. Each day I find— 
And, finding, cherish them—sweet flowers! That 
a | 


an— 
That fearful man—Don Salluste—why do I 
Think of him again? My demon he, and this 
My better angel. My destiny is cast | 
Between thesetwo. A queen though but in name, 
I fear to think a queen is but a woman. 
He who, each night, despite the guard—despite 
The death that menaces around about him— 
Scales walls to place these flowers at my feet— 
Wholives on, loving without hope—who, unknown, 
And unavowing, nourishes a love 
Whose purity and depth of passion hides 
Itself, fearful of meeting day, whom chance, 
And chance alone reveals—the council waits— 
Pilsee him. By the secret door Casilda 
Showed me, I can reach the cabinet built 
Inthe wall. There, unseen, yet seeing all— 
Unheard, yet hearing, I can note him. My soul’s 
Athirst to see him, and I will! Sweet flowers, 
Til look upon the hand that bore ye to me. 

[Ext through door in tapestry, L. 2 E. 


ScENE II.—Council Chamber; large window, R. 
3E.; arch, C., steps to stage; tapestry on walls; 
scene enclosed ; chairs and table, L. C.; one 
chair elevated. | 

The COUNCIL discovered in groups. 
. Alba. ’'Tis most mysterious ! 
Manuel. The golden fleece, 

Duke, secretary, minister and all, 

Inhalf a year! | 
Alba. Myst 
Pedro. Then how strange, 

His living in seclusion in that house, 

The Chateau Tormez—two negro slaves to wait 

On him— 

Manuel. And they are dumb. 

Alba. Mysterious ! 

Manuel. Mysterious !—’tis past belief! 
cause 

For this success and shunning of the day ? 
Pedro. He’s a Bazan, and 1s Don Salluste’s 

_ cousin. , 
Manuel. His great. fault is, he wants to be so 
honest, 

To bring economy and innovation 

Unto the State. 

Campo. My lords, my lords, reflection ! 

Be circumspect in what you say, I pray. 

Saith not the proverb, ‘‘ Bite the king, but kiss 

The favorite’s garment”? Affairs of State 

im our attention. They all sit. 


erious ! 


What 


Campo. [to PEDRO.) My nephew for Alcade. 
I told you— 
Pedro. Yes. I want you to nominate 
My cousin, Vasquez. 
ampo. Count it done, Don Pedro. | 
You'll make himan Alcade? [They shake hands. 
Manuel. Grandees of Castile 
And Councillors of State! ‘tis fit we reckon 
Our profit and our loss. The public moneys 


ee 


ro . 


indigo and musk ; 
You have the imposts—salt and Indian dues; 
You have the tax on arsenic and on ice; 
You, this—you, that—you, t’other; but I—I— 
I have nothing. | 
Alba. Nothing !—the Indies—one foot 
Upon Majorca, t’other Teneriffe !— 
Call ye them nothing ? 
‘Campo. My lords, I must protest, 
"Tis I am injured. Of the nation’s purse, 
What share is mine? I want not much, but some— 
A trifling tribute from the gen’ral hoard. 
Manuel. You have the negroes. 
[They all rise and squabble. 
Campo. I'd prefer the forests. 
Alba. The forests are my right. Was not— 
Pedro. No; mine. 
My grandfather— 
Manuel. I want the arsenic. 
Alba. Y'll take the arsenic. 


Manuel. You give up the negroes. [During the |: 
last few lines RuY BLAS descends steps, C.; he 28 |: 


dressed in black; he advances into c. 
Ruy. My lords! my lords! [All are silent.] 
Oh, virtuous statesmen! Oh, 
Faithful senators, who took an oath to serve 
Your country! Corrupted servants! Traitors! 


False stewards, who rob your master when asleep! | 


Have you no interest in your native land, 
Except to pillage and to fly from her? 


Oh, midnight plunderers ! breaking ope a gTave— | 
Your mother’s grave—to filch her wedding-ring! | 


Spain totters to destruction, and you seek 
The means to make her poorer, to enrich 


aaa es 5 You, Spaniards, sack your homes as ; 


Wo 
A foreign foe! Threatened by war, what army 
Can we oppose to the invader? None! 

Our barefoot soldiers are transformed to robbers, 


Who plunder those they should protect. On land, |. 


Starvation—on our seaboard, menace ; 

Abroad, a war, and discontent at home. | 

You count but what you'll gain, as wreckers, when 
They see a vessel storm-tossed, laugh with glee 
At prospect of the booty. Ten thousand shames 
Upon the parricides, who, in the dark, 

Poniard their father! Oh, ten thousand shames 
Fall upon those great heads that rack their brains 
To plot the ruin of their native land! [.4 silence. 

Manuel. Duke of Olmeda, I resign. 

Alba. And I! 

Ruy. (to MANUEL.] Enough ! 
to Castile. [To CAMPOREAL.] You, count, 
to Andalusia. 

Alba. Duke of Ol— 

Ruy. Silence! Retire from the council. 
You are no longer ministers. [Zo others.] For you, 
If you remain, my hand must guide the helm, 
And steer the vessel on a different course. 

All here are free to go who would oppose me. 


You will retire 


Go! 


[ALBA, CAMPOREAL, L and. one 
or two others exeunt up steps to L.; the rest 
remain. 
Enter HUISSIER, C. 
Huissier. The Ambassador of France presents 
B— : 

Ruy. I cannot see him now. So tell his lordship. 

Huissier. The nuncio from Rome attends your 
grace. ‘ 
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8 RUY BLAS. 


Ruy. Just now impossible. In two hours, | 
My lords, we will in council meet again. [The 
LORDS of the Council bow and exeunt Cc. to 


(Act OT, Scene 2, 


to kiss it; he perceives the ring upon her 
Jinger, and merely bends over it.} Can it— 
[Exit QUEEN by the same entrance she came 


L.; the tapestry closes; Ruy BLAS 7s left on at, R. 2 E. 
alone; the tapestry, R. 2 E., opens, and the [After a pause.] Can it be real? Lov’d, and by 
QUEEN appears. her! ’Tis so! 


[Seeing her.] Great Heaven! 
Queen. I thank you, duke; you have fought 
A good fight, and have conquered. Take my | 
thanks! 


Oh, Paradise, that opens to my eyes, 

| And steeps my soul in love’s profound repose ! 
Lov’d—happy—powerful ! 
Spain at my feet! 


Duke d’Olmedo ! 
Its honor in my hands— 


Ruy. [aside.] In vain I’ve hid myself—at last |My country’s honor! Teach me, oh, Heaven, 


I see her! 


How to be worthy of my task ! 


Make me 


te. 
ye? 


[Aloud.] Madame, you heard, then ? 
Queen. In the secret room— 
Built by command of Phillip—I heard all. 


Worthy to offer her as shield and sword, 
The queen my arm—the woman my devotion! 
Enter Don SALLUSTE, C.; he wears the livery 
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You have sav’d the State—have sav’d the pecple ! 

The thunders of your tongue have riven the bonds 

That thrall’d the nation, and that bound your 
queen. 

Ruy. I see her—speak to her! I hear her voice ! 


: from the king— 

The king I am about to wed— 
Ruy. [aside.| Oh, torture! 
Queen. I find is in the same hand as is this | 

[Producing letters and flowers from her bo- 


| som. 
The few lines hidden in the flowers I found, 
Where every day I sought the bank for them. 

Ruy. Upon her breast—oh, Heaven !—upon 


her breast ! 
She aa Ais next her breast! Can this be 
rea 
Queen. ’Tis thou, then, who by night dared 
scale the wall 
To bring thy queen a memory of home! 
’Tis thou who, in the council chamber, dared 


To throw defiance to those bold, bad men, 
Who plot their king’s, their queen’s, their coun- 
’s ruin 


From whence this woman’s tenderness of heart ? 

From whence this manly fearlessness of foes ? 
(Carried away by emotion, he avows himself. 
Ruy. It springs from love of thee. In serving 


pain, 

I serve the queen. Thy .mage lends me strength! 
Strengthened by love, [ am all-powerful! © 
I love thee !—hear me out. Thou art another’s— 
A king’s—though not his bride, his bride-elect. 
Iknew it; knowing it, have shunned thy presence, 
Still loving while I shunned it. I have loved thee 
As the mariner the star that guides him home— 
A distant homage and an awe-struck worship. 
Though low to thee as is the earth from heaven, 
I lov’d thee as the blind might love the light 
He never hoped to look on! 

Queen. It isthe voice. 
I’ve dreamt of—the pure flame of love that lights, 
But burns not. ’Tis the true lamp of the soul, 
That lives with life, and but with life expires. 
Don Cesar—duke—the queen is but a slave, 
Fettered by rank and formal precedent. 


T’ admire, to know, to love thee—I repeat, 

To love thee! My soul has confidence in thine. 
Thy high heart knows how to respect a love— 
A queen’s love—more, a woman’s! Take my hand, 
Thou king of men, that wears a triple crown 

Of genius, love and honor! 


A 
a 


in an ecstatic reverie; he takes it, is about 


The demon comes. 


worn by Ruy in Act I; he touches Ruy on the 
shoulder. 

Sal. Good day. 

Ruy. [starting.| The marquis! 
Sal. Yd lay 


I am lost! 


Queen. The—the letter that you brought me | me ag. Ae were not thinking of me! . 
uy. No. 
|Your lordship did surprise me. [Aside.] The 


angel gone, 
[Arranges tapestry before the 
secret door, DON SALLUSTE observing him. 
Sal. Well, how goes it ? 
Ruy. [seeing the livery.| That livery ! 
Sal. I wish’d to find admission to the palace. 
Ruy. I fear— 
Sal. What's fear ? 
Ruy. You're banished. 
Sal. Yes, I know. _ 
What then ? 
Ruy. If you were recognized ? 
Sal. My friend, 
Courtiers ne’er recognize a man disgraced! . 
And who would think to find me as a lackey ? 
[Sits at council table; Ruy stands. 
To business! Iam told that, burning 
With zeal and ardor for the people’s cause— 
With love of public weal, economy, 
And other virtuous chimeras—you’ve 
Sent one-half the cabinet to exile. 
Some of the lords, Don Cesar, you’ve condemned, 
Are your own kin—you hear. When next you 
strike . 
A blow for popularity, prithee 
Look at your escutcheon ! Wolves rend not wolves. 
Get all.you can yourself, and shut your eves . 
While others do the same! Each man for himself ! 
Ruy. My lord, we need some money for the army. 
The envoy of the emperor last night said © 
That if the archduke would maintain his right, 
A speedy war— 
Sal. [dropping his handkerchief.) ’Tis very cold ! 
at casement’s | 
Open. Shut it for me. (Ruy, humiliated and 
despairing, obeys him, then resumes his ar- 
m 


gument. 
Ruy. I need not tell. 
Your lordship will perceive that without money 


My hand is pledged—my heart is free. Yes, free; The campaign must fail. Were our army furnished, 


I'd tell the emperor he dared not— 
Sal. Ha! . 

I’ve dropp’d my handkerchief—there—pick it up. 
[Ruy, tortured by his nonchalant cruelty, 
obeys him; SALLUSTE puts handkerchief in 

his pocket. ; 


Ruy. [she offers her hand to him, but he is lost| You can go on. 


Ruy. The safety of the land— 
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i Act IM, Scene 1.] RUY BLAS. 9 
The welfare of the people—all demand If you do not obey me—if your tongue, 
The avaricious nobles to give way, Or eye, or gesture dares betray my purpose, 
Relieve the public purse, and so save Spain. She shall receive a paper I keep locked - 
Sal. ae growing tedious. Your words, too,| And sealed, written and signed—you know by 
sme whom— 
i Of the sort of genius that’s bred in rags, Which when she sees, she’ll read these words— 
| And fed on crusts and kicks. Why the devil perhaps | 
: Should the nobles care about the people ? You'll recall them: ‘I, Ruy Blas, servant 
The dirty, hungry multitude, who how! To the Marquis of Finlas, here engage 
| For bread, and crawl, and cringe, and scrape to us! | On all occasions, public or in private, 
| For what else are they sent into the world, To render to my master and my lord 
. But to provide us pleasure? I see you’d be The humble service of a faithful lackey.” 
| A patriot—a leader of the people— [Ruy listens paralyzed; he is seated. 
: Adored by shopkeepers and base mechanics! Ruy. [aside.| I see the snare. Oh, Heaven! 
| Have higher ambition. Bah! public int’rests! [To him.] I will obey. 
| First think of your own. A patriot—the word Sal. Enough. [Two PaGxs enter, and draw the 


Is stale, and out of use, and obsolete. tapestry from c. entrance.|] The council is 
Leave all such phantom bubbles, and let’s talk of assembling. See, 


' Serious things. The hour is nigh that I They come. [GRANDEES descend steps, c. Bow- 


Ruy. ee Coward! ’Tis a plan—a plot| pigis, 4 large chimney, with logs unlighted on 


a8 the hearth, R. 2. B. 
[To him.| Spare me! : z 


Must strike the blow I long have held suspended. ing to Ruy.] Iam your grace’s humblest 
, Wait for me to-night in the house I gave thee ; servant. [As SALLUSTE ascends steps, the 
Have no one with thee but the blacks. A coach COUNCIL take their seats, all looking at 
And four swift horses ready in the garden. Ruy, who remains in chair abstracted. 
‘ You will need money. I will send it you. Picture. 
: Ruy. ae I shall obey you. You can com- 
man ote ae eee 
| My utmost Reade only piled this plot . ACT III. 
oe DO Way DUT OF menAces we. queen Scene I.—A magnificent Chamber; sombre in 
| Sal. Ruy Blas, what is the queen to thee?! gynearance, WAU a a large win- 
| What— dow, C., the housetops of Madrid seen through 
Though you love her ! it. Doors R.and L.38. A wardrobe R. 3. E. 
Ruy. You knew it? A cupboard behind an alcove and curtain, L. 2 
| Sat Knew it—yes. BE. Scene enclosed. Tables x. and 1.3 chairs, 
, Knew it before you rose to your preferment. arm-chair. On the table, R. C., writing mate- 
{ 
| 


- Pathetic starts? Do you not understand ? his PAGE, at back. 

' Obey me—hbonor and happiness await you! Ruy. What’s to be done? how to save her, 
For pangs of love— Bah! childish fantasies ! and quickly ; 

| We'll not talk of them! Best remember, sir, Oh, give me strength to break this net. I reck not 

. ‘he distance, difference ’twixt you and me. Of myself. Let me save her, and be the 

' Nobles were born to govern empires— Gibbet or the cord my doom. What is his plan ? 


. Lackeys to brush their coats. I’ve given you He has some deep-laid scheme against her throne 

. Titles, and wealth, and power—’twas my pleasure. | Perhaps ’gainst her life. I'll foil him yet—but how 

You now play senator in council halls She has offended him in some past time. — 

As formerly you rode behind my coach ! _ {I knew it not. He has all the keys—can come 
Ruy. [aside.} Oh, heavens! I see it all! ’Tis}Or go here as he pleases! Oh, Heaven, 


a ne + ee ee ee ee es 


vengeance, Grant me that I keep my reason! The snare, 
And vengeance against her he plots. My lord—j|The pit, to entrap her, is dug here—here. 
What canI say! Terrible, dread man, I— Could I see her at the palace—prevent her 


[Suddenly kneeling.) My lord, have pity on me! | Leaving it for any reason! I can try. 

Sal. Cease this fooling. If he should come while Iam hence? My page, 
It still is cold. You did not close the casement. there, 

[Closes it; Ruy rises. |Knows him not. It must beso. Yes. Gomez! 

Ruy. ’Tis toomuch! Iam the Duke d’Olmedo, | I shall be gone, perhaps, some hours. 
First minister, with power and strength to strike. | Any one should enter, whom you do not know, 
Pll bite the heel that would dare tread on me! |I—I expect them. Bid the mutes attend 

Sal. Repeat that! You Duke of Olmedo! You, | To him as to myself. He’s master here, 
Ruy Blas, duke? ‘T'was to Cesar de Bazan As much asI. Go tell them so. Yet, stay— 


en es 


me a ee eee 


They gave the title of the Duke d’Olmedo. If others should present themselves, admit them. 
ane I can arrest you! Go—give these orders—then attend me. Meet me 
Sal. I can expose you! | At the gate. [Exit GOMEZ, L. D. 3 E.] My queen, 
Risk your head—I’ll risk mine! Which will my soul, my love, my life, 
Spain spare My more than life—oh, dearer to me far— 
The ey youorme? We’llsee. Tush, tush, } Let me but save thee from this fearful man, 


| Be prudent Yl die content and happy! [£zit, L.p.3n. A 
| Ruy. If I deny, you have no proof. noise heard in the chimney. DON C2SAR 

Sal. Have you no memory? You are the glove, Jalls down it, his cloak torn to rags; he is 
I am the hand within, that grasps and crushes. out of breath, ragged, excited and joyous. 
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Ces. Confound it! 

I’ve hurt my leg; pray pardon me, signors. [Ad- 
vancing, bowing, thinking there are others 
in the chamber. 

I hope I’ve not disturbed you. I was just 

Passing by, and tumbled down your chimney ; 

A thousand pardons. [Looks round.] No one 
here! Alone. 

So much the better! [Sits.in arm-chair, after 
limping.| I can nurse my leg, 

And muse in solitude. What a fate is mine! 

So strange, so odd, so unaccountable ! 

I leave the palace, ‘and am attacked by 

Alguazils, who bind and gag me. After 

They force me board a ship, and sell me, at 

Not half my value, to the Algerines ! 

The Algerines half starve and beat me; what’s 
Worse, 

They make me work; until at last a woman, 

A wretched woman about forty-eight, . 

With face the color of the wood of Spain— 

The famous, polished, real mahogany— 

Who fell in love with the poor Christian slave, 

One moonless evening aided my escape! 

I reach Madrid. No sooner set I foot 

On Spanish soil, than I meet—aye, nose to nose— 

With those same Alguazils who sent me hence. 

They give pursuit—I run; an empty house 

Is near—I go in; from a balcony 

I gain the housetops of Madrid, and run 

From chimney-top to chimney-—exciting sport— 

Especially when a spectator only— 

Until, in striding carelessly, I slip, 

And tumble down in here. Ob, Salluste! Salluste! 

My cousin, when we meet, our swords shall cross. 

[Rising, looks in mirror. 
My old cloak’s torn to ribbons, but my vest 

Still’s whole and sound. Tut, my leg is painful. 
[His cloak has fallen off; he looks into 
wardrobe and finds a magnificent cloak. 

This cloak, I think, is handsomer than mine, 

And somewhat newer, too—yes—it is newer ; 

So is this hat! [Taking splendid hat and feathers 
out.] I'll make a fair exchange. [Puts on the 
handsome hat and cloak, puts in the ward- 
robe his own ragged ones, after carefully 
JSolding them up, and struts about. 

I’ve come back to myself. ’Tis Don Cesar ! 

The Don Cesar of some ten years ago! 

What are these? boots—and good ones! [Funds 
a handsome pair of boots with lace on the 
tops—puts them on.] On they go! 

What an extraordinary house this is! 

It seems to hold whatever man may want. 

[Goes to cupboard. 

What’s this—a library? [Looks in.}] Eh! No, a 
larder— 

A pasty, capons, and six flasks of wine ; 

I thank thee, Fortune! [Brings them out, and puts 
them on L. table, finds glasses, plates, etc., 
takes the whole six botiles.] What library’s 
like this ? 

I'll read this volume first! and volume two 

Shall follow volume one! [Drinks.] Ha! where’s 
the book 


SS a en Se 


To equal that? Here’s true inspiration ! 
. The genuine fount of Helicon! Lil 
Try aT chapter. Ue aaa another, begins eat- 
|] The capon’s good, 
And this A prince of pasties. 


cp 


Alguazils, 
Rascals and spies, I fangh at and defy ye! 


RUY BLAS 


{Act III, Scene 1. 


Should the master of the house come in—-then? | 
[Places plate, knife and fork, and chair, op- 
posite to him. 
I can’t do less than civilly invite him. 
Ah, cousin Salluste! what surprise for you 
To-morrow, when Don Cesar de Bazan 
Proclaims to all Madrid he has returned. 
What talk and tattle ’mid the gossips. ‘“Returned!” 
‘“‘Ts he not dead?” ‘IT heard he was!” ‘ How 
strange !” 
And then my creditors—what joy for them. 
‘‘Hashecome back? Oh, bless the villain!” “What, | 
My debtor in Madrid yy My cousin said 
He’d pay my debts—he shall, or answer me 
For my imprisonment. I'll punish him 
By sending him each creditor. I will! 
There are three hundred—wives and children told | 
They'll make a thousand. They shall, all at once, 
Pursue him clamorously ; women, men, babes, 
Together, yelping, barking for their bills. 
[Footsteps heard, L.; C=SaR rises. 
Some one is coming. I shall be kicked out ! 
No matter, I have dined. They cannot take 
The dinner back again, nor yet the wine! 
Now for it! [Wraps the cloak so as to conceal his 
Jace and figure. 


Enter SANCHO, L. 3E., carrying a large bag of gold. | 


San. [c.] Don Cesar de Bazan! 
Cesar. ooking out of cloak, L.| That’s me! 
[ Aside.] How did he know me? 
San. Are you Don Cesar de Bazan ? 
Cesar. I have that honor. I am. 
Yes, I am myself—Don Cesar ! 
San. Deign to count, 
And tell me if the money's right ! 
Cesar. [astonished.| Money! 
For me? 
San. Deign to count what I was told to bring ! 
Cesar. Money for me ! 
that the devil 
Will not appear in person, and so spoil 
It by asking me to seal and sign a bond 
Conveying to him my poor soul hereafter. 
[To SANCHO.] Whence comes it? 
San. You know well. 
Cesar. Of course, but say— 
San. I am bound not to speak—it comes, you 
know 
From whence—you know for what. 
Cesar. Ha, yes; I know. 
Say that again ! 
San. It comes, you know from whence— 
You know for what. 
Cesar. [repeating.| I know for what—exactly. 
San. Silence is best ! 
Cesar. [thoroughly mystified.) Oh, certainly 
it is 


(Aside.} I hope, now, 


Say, shall I give you a receipt? 

[SANCHO signifies “No.” 
[SANCHO puts bag on table. 
San. My orders are, do so and so—I do it. 
Cesar. Yes; and— 


Place it there! 


San. That is sufficient. 
Cesar. [tapping the bag, which chinks. ] Quite. 
He who brings money 
Never needs excuse. 
San. [his finger on his lips.] But silence ! 
Cesar. Tl not 
Mention it to any one! 
San. Pray, sir, count it. 
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, a@moment, then, as if struck by an idea.) Impossible that haps to me. Your name, : 

IT have it! Rise, Sweet fair one ? + 

And fill thy pockets. [SancHo does so, very| Pag. (coquettishly.] Paquita, signor. r¢ 

drunk.) Inu the Plaza-Mayor, __ Cesar. Pray permit 4 

At number fifteeb, you will find a woman. Me thus to oil your—(aside] paw. z 

: She is old and ugly—dirty and in rags. [Gives her money. |\% 

‘ Give her a hundred ducats in my name. | Paq. Oh, thanks, your grace! ([Courtesying. {3 

i '[Aside.] When I was hungry—starving in the; Cesar. My grace! 4 

| streets— Pag. The Duke d’Olmedo ipa 

' She gave me bread. [Alowd.] In the same house! Is a prince indeed. if 

| you'll ask Cesar. Is he ? $ 

' For Goulatromba—you are sure to know him, Pag. Farewell, sweet sir ! + 

| He’s always drunk—the same for him. He oft Cesar. Farewell, sweet lady—at noon to-mor- t 

Has shared his coppers with me—now I'll share row, tt 

My gold with him. The wine-shop lower down |Near the royal chapel. 
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My debts! No! that would be mechanical. Paq. At noon 
' The thought was base in me! But I have heard | To-morrow she will walk betore the chapel— 
It is the fault of gold to vulgarize The royal chapel—I shall be there too. 
The owner, as this has me! Cesar. And so will J, depend on’t. Is the lady 
San. [drunk.] Your orders, sir. Handsome ? 
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| 
| Act II, Scene 1.] RUY BLAS. 11 
ce 
Cesar. Not I! Ill take your word. Gold’s} You will find full of barefoot vagabonds. 
always right. | Give them ten ducats each, and bid them game, 
A une fat Cae [Tapping bag.| Let me tap| And drink, and spend them quickly ; when they’re 
im. So gone, 
[ Opens bag and fills all his pockets. |Vll send you with some more—I’ll not forget 
| The devil fetch me—and I fear he will— My friends! 
If I know what this means! The man brings; San. The rest? 
gold— Cesar. Why, keep the rest yourself; 
Insists I take it. Well, I yield to fate ! And if any few crowns fall from thy clothes 
[Fills pockets. | And roll about the street, see you don’t stop 
San. [up stage.) Don Cesar ! To pick them up. No; set the beggars basking 
Cesar. Aye! In the sun to scramble for them. Nay, if one 
San. I was desired to wait More bold than others pick thy pocket—which 


Your orders, and to lose no time. Command me!| It’s not improbable they will—say nothing, 
Cesar. Faithful fellow! [Aside.] What shall 1I/But pass on. I'd fain encourage a spirit 


bid him do? Of adventure. This world’s so joyless, that 
[Aloud.] Come here, [SANCHO advances] and|I like to give some little pleasure to poor, 
first drink that! Ragged and hungry dogs, who'll soon be hanged. 
(Fills him a glass with wine. | Now you may go. 
San. Signor ! San. My lord, I take my leave ! 
Cesar. Drink it Fea very drunk, L. 3 &. 
Offata draught! [He makes SANCHO sit down| Cesar. [sentimentally.) It is the duty of the 
at L. table, and keeps filling. SANCHO very rich 
gradually gets drunk.| Friend, man is but|To put their money to good uses. He’s gone. 
a stick How very drunk he was! And for the rest, 
Of wood the fire of passion lights—his acts I'll take my pleasure for a week. I'll build 
The smoke that from the fire arises. Drink! A hospital—an almshouse for retired 
Yet that’s not true, for smoke ascends—goes up | Robbers—then, after— [PaQuiTa, veiled, puts 
The chimney—in the blue sky forms a sun-gilt her head in at L. D. 3 E. 
Cloud. Man can’t go up a chimney; he comes} Pag. Don Cesar de Bazan! 
down— Rubbing his leg. Cesar. [R.] That’s me again! [PagQuiTa 
Su drink again! The collar of my cloak’s makes a profound courtesy; CESAR as- 
Undone. I prithee, fasten it. tounded.| A woman—and an old one! 
San. {proudly.| Signor, Now, is’t. the devil, or what’s worse, my cousin— 
Ym not a valet. [ Strikes the gong on table. |My noble cousin, Salluste—works these wonders? 
Cesar. Oh, confound him! Now ’Tis a duenna! [Zo her.] Iam Don Cesar! 
I shall be discovered and kicked out. Ab! aan, Pll be myself, and see the play played out, 
All’s over ! | [Goes R. pite of the devil or my cousin. Ahem! 


Enter one of the BLACK SLAVES, L. D. 3 E. { Aloud.] Your business, lady ? | 
San. His lordship’s cloak’s unfastened. [Zhe| Pag. Heaven bless you, sir. 
SLAVE rectifies CmSAR’S cloak; CSAR| Cesar. Madame, I thank you. [Aside.] Neither 


looks at him petrified. young nor handsome! 
Cesar. [aside.| This mansion is the devil’s,| Pag. A lady of the court—Donna—you know 
Pm convinced, Her name— 
[SLAVE bows and exits, L. D. 3 E. Cesar. Of course I do. 
And that’s an imp jast vanishing! I’m rich! Pag. Desires to see 


[Strutting about; SANCHO goes on drinking. | And speak with you. 
Ym rich! ’'m rich! What shalI do? Yl pay Cesar. I shall be charmed. 


Cesar. Yll give you them as soon asI know| Pug. Very. 
what Cesar. It can’t be her daughter— : 
They'll be. While I think, drink! [DMeditates for | Impossible—that is, if anything’s 
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Paq. There, signor, you will see 
A lady who loves you so much. 
Cesar. Does she? 
Paq. But I am indiscreet. Farewell, signor. 
Cesar. But from whence come you q 
Paq. Do not ask me that; 

Your own heart, doubtless, whispers who it is. 
Cesar. I wish it would! It won't. 

Enter the BLACK MUTE, L. D. 3 E., who signifies 
by action that there is a cavalier who requires 
admittance. 

More mystery ! 

Can’t youspeakout? [SLAVE signifies he isdumb. 

What, dumb? [SLAVE signifies ‘Yes.”] The 

’ devil’s dumb ! 
A prince of darkness dumb! Admit him, then! 


[Exit SLAVE, L. 3 E. 
Pag. I'd best retire ? 
Cesar. You had best. 
Pag. Don Cesar, 
Heaven guard you! 
| Cesar. Madame, the same to you! 
[They bow profoundly. Exit PAQUITA, L.3E. 
I’m in the moon—a native lunatic— 
A lady fall in love with ragged me ? 
Pm dressed, have dined, Ill fall in love directly. 
My stomach satisfied, ’tis now my heart 
Insists on solace. It shall have it! Ah! [ Seeing 
the SLAVE, who introduces COUNT OF ALBA, 
L. 3 E., then retires, removing the tray with 
wine and Sood. 
Another visitor! Go on, go on, 
I’m past all wonder! How will he begin? 
Alba. [c.] Don Cesar de Bazan ! 
Cesar. [R.] That’s me again! 
They all begin alike. [ Bows. ] A man this time, 
And not a woman ! 
Alba. [producing two swords.| Both are of 
equal length ! 
Cesar. SoI perceive. {Aside.] Ishouldn’t won- 
der but 
This gentleman has come about a duel. 
Alba. (with stiff, grave, pedantic courtesy.) In 
sixteen-sixty, sir, I fell in love— 
The lady’s name was Isabella. Sir, 
A youth named Vasquez dared to glance at her 
With looks of flame; though illegitimate 
By birth, I met and killed him. 
Cesar. Poor young Vasquez! 
Alba. In sixty-six, signor, the Count @Oseola, 
A Grandee of Spain, sent to her I loved 
A passionate epistle by his servant. 
With sticks my knaves the servant beat to death; 
I killed the master. 
Cesar. That made two! 
Alba. Later, 
In the year eighty, one Tirso Gamonal, 
re yout of twenty, crossed my path of love, 


Cesar. You killed him ? 
Alba. I did. é 
Cesar. The man’s a butcher! 
Alba. I watch’d Paquita—the old guard of her 
I love—enter this house. No doubt she bore 
A letter from her charge—from her I love! 
Both are of equal length! [Showing swords. 
Cesar. I see they are, 
And what if one were shorter than the other ? 


You are Don Cesar de Bazan ? 
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12 CT RUY BLAS. 


(Act ITZ, Scene 1L. 


Cesar. Tam! 
bee -) I'l be myself—I feel myself full fed, 
ell dressed, and ready for a fight! Never 
In my life D’ve better realized my own | 
Identity ! 
Alba. {going nearer.| Now I look again--my 
sight 
Is weak—-I pray you, pardon me—I see 
Yowre not Don Cesar de Bazan. 
Cesar. What! not 
Don Cex— 
Alba. No. 
Cesar. I say I am! - 
Alba. You are not 
The Duke d’Olmedo! 
Cesar. Duke d’Olmedo !—no! 
Town fm not! I never said I was! 
Alba. You said you were Don Cesar de Bazan ! 
Cesar. Aye, ves, I am—but not the Duke 
d’Olmedo! 
Alba. Signor, you mock me! 
Cesar. Signor, you're a fool. 
Enough of this! I see you're jealous! 
Alba. What ? 
Cesar. I pity you extremely—for the wrongs 
That others do us are much worse to bear 
Than wrongs we do to others. On my soul, 
I never gave you cause for jealousy, 
Nor do I know your wife. 
Alba. My wife? 
Cesar. Your wife! 
Alba. Signor, I am not married ! 
Cesar. Not married! 
Then why the devil, for the last ten minutes, 
Have you annoyed me with your loves and duels ? 
Why so ridiculous without a cause ? 
Alba. Signor, you exasperate me ! 
Cesar. Signor, 
Go to the devil! 
Alba. You are not Don Cesar, 
But you shall answer to me for this msult! 
Both are of equal length. [Showing swords. 
Cesar. Death! I know it! : 
You’ve told me so three times ! 
Alba. [presenting swords.] Signor, your choice ! 
Cesar. Either will do to kill thee with. 


[ Takes one. 
Alba. Enough! 
Behind yon wall there’s room, sir, and to spare! 
Avenged on you, I then will slay Don Cesar. 
Sige HOE you've killed me, you'll find it 
t 


To kill Don Cesar after. Sir, I follow you. [A/ter 
a stately salute, COUNT ALBA exils R. D. 
CESAR counts his fingers. 

Dressed, dined and moneyed with a lady’s love, 

And now a duel! Who, after this, shall say 

Man’s not the sport of fate? <A straw—a bubble 

Blown out of a pipe—first small—then larger— 

And then a crystal globe of many, hues 

As a cameleon, and as empty. 

Then, amid all its beauty, roundness, grace, 

Fate cries out “ Puff!” it bursts and vanishes! 

(Exit DoN C2HSAR, R. D. 
Enter Don SALLUSTE, L. D. SE. 
Sal. Not yet arrived! The letter’s sure to bring 


her 
And I can wait ! And Ruy Blas—my patriot 


ane et do you mock me? I’m the Count of] And valet—where is he? What’s this? Meat! 


Wine ! [Seeing CSAR’S repast. 
Can any one— I must inquire.. No; 
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i Act IT, Scene 1.) 
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seeing SALLUSTE. 

Cesar. Aha! I said it was the devil’s work, 
' And here’s the devil himself in person ! 

Sal. [L., astounded.| Don Cesar ! 


You seem embarrassed, cousin! 
| My word against your oath, but I derange 
Some plot of yours by thus ‘surprising you! 
Sal. All’s lost ! 
Cesar. All this morn I’ve been unraveling 


= wk ee 
ee ee 


Another ! Id stake my life there is not one 


That’s charming, is it not ? 
Sal. [aside.] What has he done? 


sent here with the bag of gold— 


oe ee 


[Roars with laughter) I made him drunk ! 
Sal. And with the money ? 
Cesar. Ha! 
_ That [ dispensed in various sums to friends ; 
_ But first I filled these pockets. 


, And thank you, cousin! Then the lady— 
Sal. [with intense anxiety.] Lady ! 
Cesar. Yes, who called me Don Ceshr. 
Sal. [aside.] Could the queen? . 


Sal. (asia. 2 What shall I do? 
Cesar. Then the duelist—the old one— 
, The Count of Alba.- Ha! I wear his vest-— 


ee ee renee ae mee 


J had forgotten—came to challenge me 
, Because a lady played him false some forty 
| Years ago! 
Sal. And did you fight ? 
Cesar. Did I? Why, 
Of course I did! By the wall there, to the left, 
I left him dying; hell be dead by now. 
Sal. Count Alba dead! 
Cesar. He’s most unreasonable 
' Ifhe’s not. He ran non my sword like 
' An old goose, resolved to spit himself. 
Sal. [aside.] All’s well! 


wet 
a 
owed Fe i i eS aw a gee a ae a Sie cm ce a 


story— 
: Have any others seen you ? 
Cesar. No. But they shall, 


Sal. What! 


ae we oe ee ~_—~— —- 


' It shall be bruited that I have come back ! 
_ Dou Cesar from Algiers! Don Cesar rich, 
' Thanks to his noble kinsman ! 


Sal. Keep the gold, 
' Butieave this house at once ! 
Cesar. That hired spies 
_ May follow, seize me, send me aboard ship, 
' And sell me cheap at Tunis. No, no, no! 
: Pve had one taste of your good offices. 
Sal. Believe me— 
Cesar. Believe you! Yon are jesting. 
: You had me sold to slavery: ’tisnow | 
! My turn. You fabricate false Ceesars. Ha! 
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Cesar. [crossing his arms, andla ughing loudly. | 


First one thread of your spider’s web, and then 


| Of all the plots you’ve spun I have not tangled. 
[Laughs loudly. 


Cesar. [roaring with laughter.| The man you 


“You know from whence—you know for what ”— 


Listen, listen ! 
[Chinks money in his pocket. 


[Shows it ragged beneath cloak. 


' No matter for the gold. [Aloud.] The strangest 


, And soon, and seeing know me for Don Cesar ! 


Cesar. I mean, Madrid shall know of my return! 


[Tapping his pockets. 
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RUY BLAS. 13 


No one’s in waiting but the blacks, who’re dumb. i ccau ie ia ee, gull all Spain with mock Bazans ; in fine, 
, What can it mean? There’s caution needed yet! 
Enter Don Caspr, the sword in his hand, R. 
D.; he places it on arm-chair, c.; then stops, at 


You compromise my name, [with majesty] ‘my 
cousin. 
Sal. A chance— 


Cesar. Yi shout my name from every door, 


> 
oe 
Window and housetop in Madrid. The true, 
The real, original Don Casar— 
Don Cesar in the flesh as well as spirit. 
[Looks from casement. 
See! Alguazils are passing up the street. 
I will begin with them. Ho, there! 
[He opens casement and beckons up. 
Sal. All’s lost 
If he’s acknowledged, recognized ! ! What way ? 
Enter ALCADE and ALGUAZILS, L. D. 3 E. 
‘Cesar. [advancing with an air of triumph. ] 
Alcade—and all—note down; you see in 
me— 
Sal. The famous brigand, Malatesta ! 
Cesar. What? 
Sal. : found him here, no doubt intent on rob- 
ing. 
Seize him ! 
Ceasar. [furiously.] You lie, you villain ! 
aon Cc.) Which was ’t called us ? 
Cesar. You lie again ! 
Alcade. Silence, prisoner ! 
Cesar. Iam Don Cesar de Bazan ! \ 
Sal. Don Cesar! 
Look beneath the collar of that cloak. You'll find 
‘¢ Salluste” is written there, the cloak is mine. 


ee oe loves me—royal chapel—noon to- |The robber brigand Malatesta’s stolen it ! 


Oe, [taking off CHSAR’s cloak and looking. ] 


es, 
“ Salluste ” is here ! 
Sal. And this coat—that vest was stolen 
From old Count Alba, look on his escutcheon ! 
[Showing it on vest; he is seized. 
Cesar. He is the devil: there’s no help for it. 
I will not yield without a tussle. 
ae eeruagles, gold falls from his pockets. 
a 
Here’s ola ‘more robber y, doubtless. 
oo JSeel in CESAR’S pockets. 
Cesar. 
Could only get my fingers round his throat— 
But for an instant—only one! 
Alcade. Inthe vest | 
These letters in various handwriting— 
Sal. ane: .] All addressed unto the Count 


acl That damn’d vest! ’Tis enchantment— 


r, if not, 

This fiend works miracles. I— [Breaks from 
them, ts running at SALLUSTE ; he is seized 
by the ALGUAZILS. 

An ALGUAZIL enters, R. D. 

Alguazil. [to ALcADR.] Signor, a man 
Lies murdered in the street! I recognized him 
For the Count of Alba. 

Sal. [pointing to CHSAR.] There stands 
The murderer! but now he held this sword! 

[Taking the sword CESAR threw on arm-chair. 

It smokes with blood ! 

Alcade. [takes sword and leaves it on arm- 

chair.| "Tis not yet dry! Away! 

Cesar. Thouart a lucky dog. I’m in the snare. 
Thou ’st conquer’d-—granted. If I e’er come back, 
And have a sword to strike, a tongue to spit, 

My noble cousin, have a care. Ill be 


-_ 
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14 RUY BLAS. [Act IV, Scene 1. 


Revenged, and richly. IfI don’t, why then Queen. There is danger, then— 
I’m not Don Cesar, and thou 'rt not the ert! Danger to thee—then I will stay ! 


Farewell, bright world, farewell; sad heart, 
farewell ! 
My queen, my last breath blesses thee! Thou’lt be 
Another’. I'l not live to see the day 
That makes thee his, nor meet the demon’s rap- 
ture 
In Don Salluste’s scowl. Oh! I shall never 
Hear her voice again, never see her smile, Ruy. (R.] Oh! 
Or meet her eye—oh, never! never! ie about to| Sal. You are in my power ! 
drink the contents of the vial, when the, I find you here, alone, at midnight, in 
QUEEN enters, L. D. 3 E.; she wears a cloak! The chamber of Don Csesar de Bazan. 
and hood, which she lets ‘fall. That fact made public would annul the contract— 
Queen. My lord ! You never now can wed the King of Spain! 
ae rising, leaving the poison on the table.] | ll make no scandal. None need know the secret, 
e queen! Oh, Heaven! She’s lost. | Save the king and I. Sign this—[producing parch- 


Sal. [unmasking.|] "Twas I! [ Picture. 

Ruy. Great Heaven! Fly! 

Sal. Too late. The door is locked! 
Mam’selle de Neubourg is no longer queen. 

Queen. re Don Salluste ! 

Sal. [c.] Forever doomed to be this man’s 
Companion ! 


Exit, guarded by ALGUAZILS, L. 3 F.| Ruy. Tome! 
ALLUSTE follows. Ae aoe is to thee, my queen. Oh, fly, 
—_— y, uy: $ 
When it is considered preferable to play this piece| Queen. This letter from thee ? t 
in three Acts, the stage is then darkened. Ruy; Ruy. In mercy! + 
BLAS enters with a lamp, R. D., and com-| Queen. There is a peril, though now you deny it 
mences his soliloquy as in Act IV. To spare me pain. I’m sure there is! You wrote 
7 And told me truth; now you contradict these lines, 
That I may feel no fear. I must es 
ACT LV. Ruy. I did not write, J am a demon! 

Thou ’rt in a snare—caught, trapp’d on Pits cide. 
seen ‘through window, which comes ria level Gan I convince thee of thy present peril ? $ 
to the floor. A lamp burning on table. Could I tear out my heart, to show to thee $ 

Ruy Buas discovered. The love I bear thee— __ ; 
Ruy. My fears are calmed. I watched the! Queen. Don Cesar! 
palace gate. Ruy. Away! $ 
She has not stirred. All’s well. She’s saved !/| Did any one see thee enter ? 
she’s saved ! Queen. But one, a man. 
Don Salluste—master, ’tis thy:lackey triumphs ! Ruy. Perdition! Whom? 
Triumphs in death! [Producing vial.} Nomore| Queen. A tall man, cloaked and masked, 
shalt thou insult— Who hid within the shadow of the wall 
Thou cruel wretch—the Minister of Spain, DON SALLUSTE enters, cloaked and masked, L. D. {3 
‘In me! I will make blank the signature He stands, C., unobserved by them. f 
Obtained by fraud thou hold’st o'er me—by this. | Ruy. A tall man, cloaked and masked. Who 
[ Sits in arm-chair. was ’t? t 


nr ne 


Taen in the snare. ment] “tis for the eyes 
Queen. Don Cesar ! Of none, I swear, except his majesty. 
Ruy. Madame! what brought you here ? A carriage waits without well stord with gold. 
Queen. Veep letter.) This! Horses are ordered every stage, ti 
Ruy. A letter? Why— Through Toledo, and by Alcantara, 
Queen. In your handwriting. You reach Portugal. Go where you list. None 
Ruy. yong it to lamp and reading.) What? | Shall know your shame! Refuse—to-morrow all 
In mine Madrid shall ring with it! Youre in my hands! 
Queen. Yes, thine ! [She goes to table, R., he hands her pen, and 
Ruy. Impossible! What's here ? | places parchment before her. 
[ Reads. | ‘‘ My queen, my heart’s queen—a doom; Here’s pen and ink. Now sign! 
danger Queen. I'm in his power. 


Hangs o’er my head. Thou canst avert the blow.” | Heavens! what shall 1 do? 
be ets paralyzed and can read no further.| Sal. lope ering pen. What is a crown ? 
UEEN takes letter from him and continues. | A gilded trouble! You lose a throne, but 
Queen. ‘‘ Without thee I am lost. My safety, | You gain happiness—and more, him you love. 


A ADAADAAAAAAAAAADAAAADAAADADAD Ababa pane 


fate, Queen. Give me the pen! [She takes pen. 
My life, is in thine hands.” Sal. That’s well! Don Cesar loves you! 
Ruy. That letter—Heaven! Is of a ie family—almost a prince— 
Queen. ‘A private door that leads from out the Duke of Olmedo and Grandee of Spain. [She és 
garden just about to sign. Ruy takes the parch- 
Will admit thee.” ment from her and tears it. 


Ruy. I had forgotten. [To QUEEN, frantically.]| Ruy. My name is Ruy Blas—I am a lackey! 
Go Queen. What says he ? 
Go hence, aid quickly. Pray you, madame, fly. Ruy. I say my name is Ruy Blas. 


ae But why ? . J am this man’s lackey. I am so base 
uy. 1 can’t explain—there is no time; As to be this man’s servant. We two make 
But fly this instant. A wretched, vile, and miserable pair ! 
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' With his own lackey ! A dog to fetch and 


\ 
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| Act 1V, Scone 11 RUY BLAS. 15 
| [have a lackey’s garb—thou a lackey’s soul! Thy crimes weigh o’er thee, and great Heaven’s 
Sal. He speaks the truth—he is my servant— wrath 
slare— Sits on my sword; dream not thou wilt escape. 

_ He spoke too soon. Silence and fall back, sirrah! | Tis fate decrees my arm thy punishment! [Don 
[Speaking with authority. Goes near the SALLUSTE makes a few steps, nearing the 
QUEEN, crosses his arms, and gives full | window at back. Ruy attacks him; a short 
vent to his triumph. but desperate combat—SALLUSTE is ee 

My vengeance is complete! You struck me from armed—Rvy stabs him—he hangs half out 7 

wr— the window till Ruy draws the sword from 


I strike you from a throne! You banished me him—DOon SA..vuste’s body then falls into 
' From out the court—I thrust you from the world ! the court-yard. The QUEEN conceals her 
You offered me your servant for a wife— Jace in her hands. Tableau. 
[ give to you my lackey for a lover ! Your majesty issaved. Your enemy 
No matter, madame, that you lose a king— Lies dead ! 
The lackey’s love will doubtless compensate you!| Queen. Oh, Heaven! 
[Ruy goes to doors, R. and L.—sees that} Ruy. (approaching. ] Madame, now— [QUEEN 
they are locked—then steals behind DON retreats.| Fear not, 
SALLUSTE, and snatches the sword from out | I’m not so guilty as thou thinkest me. 


his scabbard. True that I loved thee. Oh, my queen, have pity! 

Ha! | Kneeling near table. 
Ruy. [c.] Silence, villain—you insult your; Queen. [R.] What would you, sir? 

queen ! [Don SALLUSTE goes to R. D. Ruy. Thy pardon ? 
No need of that—both doors are fast. Marquis, Queen. Never! 
Tis my turn now. If the foul fiend thou serv’st Ruy. (taking the vial from the tabdle.] Never! 
Would snatch thee from my grasp, let him come | Yet let me ask once more—thy pardon ! 

now. ueen. Never! 
We are alone! Iam thy fate! thy death! uy. [drinks poison. ] You curse me and I bless 


| Madame, I will explain: this man has no heart ; thee. All is over! 

' At council yesterday he roughly trampled [Throws away vial—she hears it drop. 
On my soul, and made me stoop me down to pick} Queen. What mean you? 

His handkerchief, yielding bim base service Ruy. I die—for thee—my fitting end. 

| Where I Had just commanded. Marquis! Lord ! Queen. You die? Oh, Heaven! | 


| We fight a man; but when a serpent rears Ruy. Life were valueless 

' His venomed head to spit out poison, we seize, Without thy pardon and thy love! ! [Falls c. 

' To crush him, gaa ear axe—a sword ! Queen. I believe— 

Prepare to die! Thy slave is now thy master— I pardon thee—I love thee! [Going to him.] 


_ Thy lackey is thy executioner ! Ceesar ! 


Sal. Give me a sword, and mect melikeaman.| Ruy. [repulsing her.| No! 

Ruy. Marquis, you jest; a gentleman crossswords ' My name is Ruy Blas—I am a lackey. 
Queen. Thou diest for me! 

Carry, do your lordly bidding, and be whipp’d Ruy. Thy secret’s safe! Fly, 

' When ’tis your noble pleasure! Fie! Pll kill thee | Fly !—there’s time !—all’s well! 


As I would kill a wolf, a snake, a spider Queen. Cesar, I pardon ! 
In the web he spun around his victim ! [Ruy repulses her again. 
Thy doom ! [Advancing. |Ruy Blas, I love thee ! 
Sal. Assassin ! | [Retreating. Ruy. (crawling to her.] Oh, thank Heaven! 
Ruy. Traitor to thy queen ! Sweet words ! 


(to Ruy.] Oh, spare him ! ueen. [she embraces him.] Thou diest! 
uy. Though an angel pleads, it shall not Ruy. Had I lived, my love 
Save the demon! [In going round the stage, Don ; Had poisoned all thy happiness! Farewell ! 
SALLUSTE finds the sword left by Don [Music till end. 
apse ae achair; he seizes it and " stands Queen. Ruy—Ruy Blas—I love thee ! 
Ruy. Bless thee ! 
[Dies—the QUEEN kneels over him. 
THE END. 


on gua 
Sal. We're equal now! 
Ruy. Not so! 7 


COSTUMES. 


RUY BLAS.—First dress: Plain puce cloth doublet and trunks, | NOBLES.—Richly embroidered dresses of the above fashion, 
over which is worn a green cloth gold-laced servant's livery | mostly of black or sombre colors. 


nti et cae silk hose with satin vearf garters, black? aera es 7 a cloth doublets and trunks, boots, swords 
: and shoulder bel 


velvet shoes, gold neck chain. ANCHO.—Doublet of loth, trunks, cloak, 
SALLUSTE ae dress: Dark velvet jerkin, trimmed with gold : ings, shoes, hat. aaa poets 


mi Ae high sar tie et sleeves and close trunks, small gouff- PRINCESS.—First drese: Rich satin dress of the time of Charles 


linen co. fall cloa h white cloth hose with sas 
be S bear the knee, black act shoes, hair foll at the sides ear II of England, and jewels. Second dress: Plain dress of the 


short over the forehead, gold chain of nobility, embroidered | time, and mantle. 

shoulder sword belt and sword, black velvet hat and feathers. | DUCHESS.—Black velvet robe, yellow satin under-dress, mantilla 
Second dress: Plain green gold- laced servants doublet, with oper. | and feather fan. 

sleeves. Third dress: Cloak and mask PAQUITA.—Black robe, red under-dress and sleeves, large man- 


DON CHSAR.—Ragged trunks, and, asin the drama of “Don|_ tilla, fan. 
Cesar,” velvet vest. LADIES.—Court dresses of the period. 
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